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0 | DIALOGUE L 
Berween 4 Great Man Semtent'd 1 to * 
Scaffold, and his V. ertuous es Lach at their. 
> eſt parting, ; 
7 br 

, 5 Cord. 

. 4 100d Heav'n ſupport thee in this flood of 
of Ut 1 | Grief - 
Y And give thy Breaſt ſome adequate Relicf, 


Comfort thy Soul, in thinking we e're long 


bo 3 hall meer above, where none can do us wrong : 

bis FLonſi der all Mankind muſt ſtoop to Fate, 

9 Voe're bound to paſs the Adamantine Gate, 

hs 1 o Prince one Moment is ſecure of Breath, 

81 Il are born SubjeRs to that Tyrant 8 

= J Tis but a Journey ina lowring Day, 

herd Nade tireſome by the badnefs of the Ways 
m only riding Poſt to that long home, 
WV here all, in ſpite of Pow" r and Wealth, muſt come 
I by 3 ſhould you thus in Lilenes mourn ? 
ou ſoon may follow, tho' I can't return. 

x Phat! tho Tm burry'd to the Grave, depend 


Fou'll once o'ertake me at my Joveney? send. 
Porredt your Female Paſſions that diſguiſe 


i our Prudence, and inflame thoſe beauteous Eyes: 
1 | B Exert 
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Exert your Patience 4 your Silence break, 
5 "Twill eaſe your ſwelling Sorrows if you ſpeik. 


Beſides, ſuch briny Show'rs encreaſe the Storm, 
And do my Soul of all irs Pow'f diſarm ; 


Weaken thoſe Reſolutions that defy 


The ſtreke of Death, when he's advane'd ſo. nigh. 5 
Make me unable to deſpiſe a Life 
That's bleſt with ſuch a kind and vertuous Wife. 


Lady. 


O help me, Heaven, in this ſad diftreſs, 


What can I ſay, or how my Grief expreſs? 


Who can ſuch crnel Enemies forgive ? 

What Wife fuftain ſo great a Loſs and liye ? 
Pardon my Sotrows, give me leaye to mourn, 
Betwixt Revenge and Love I'm rack'd and torn. 
O! tender Husband, O! infatiate Foes, | 

To lacrifice your Life and my repoſe, 

What ſhall 1 do, that may prolong your Breath? 
How ſhall I ſnatch you from the Jaws of Death ? 


O! that good Heav'n would hear my humble Pray'ss, . 5 


And lengthen this ſad Day to joy ful Years, 


Or by ſome ſpeedy Miracle declare, - 


Its juſt abhorrence of the Wrongs we bear, 
With-hold the Blow, poſtpone the fatal Hour, 
And ftop the Cruelty of Human Pow'r, 


A 
4" 


[3] 


Lord. 

| It is in Hain to hope to be releas'd, 
1 'For Miracles, my Dear, you know are ceas'd 2 
1 Nor can an angry Monarch Mercy ſhow, 
Z Whoſe dire Revenge fits low'ring on his Brow. 
_ F T only now muſt reconcile my Breaſt, 

Io that ſharp ſtroke which gives eternal Reſt ; 
That I may ſhew, when Death approaches near, 
The ghaſtly Bugbear is not worth my Fear, 


But, O! my Dear, the only Sting I feel, 

That gives me Pain too pow'rful to conceal, 

Is my ſad parting with the beſt of Wives, 

To me more precious than a Thouſand Lives. 
How ſhall my tender Soul with Patience bear, 

3 To leave thee wretched, fall of wild deſpair, | 
Expos d to all thoſe Paſſions that perplex, 2 
At ſuch a diſmal time, thy weaker Sex ? 


But hold, What is't I do? for I ſhould arm 

9 hy tender Breaſt apainſt the great alarm, 

$ nſtraft thee how to bear the dreadful weight 

Pf Sorrows that attend thy Husband's Fate, 

Z Chear up, my Dear, be not ſo much diſmaid, 

| 4 ummon your Chriſtian Vertues to your Aid, | 
Peonſider that no Sparrow to the Ground 

3 3 an fall, by Man, but Heay'n permits the Wound, Iz 
e all are bound with Patience to ſubmit 


o ev'ry Changs that God himſelf thinks fit, 
3 2 


Why therefore ſhould we Murmur? when we knows i 


So Kings and Judges take the ſelf-ſame Courſe, 


ICC SF. ans xt In 5 r 
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Does all my Paſſions with Revenge inflame. 


Or that I could by Torments but extort, 


* 
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The Pow'r above us governs all below; 

By God's Permiſſion all thefe things are done, 
For Reaſons only to his Wiſdom known, 
And if we humbly do our Crofs ſnftain, 
Our Loſſes here will prove our future Gain; 
When if we Frown at Heaven's juſt Decrees, 
Perhaps we hazard our eternal Eaſe, 


And puniſh thoſe that Cavil, but the worſe, 


Lay. 
Alas! my Dear, but Heaven is too good, 
To be ſevere, or to delight in Blood. 
O! dreadful Sound, the very ſanguine Name 


O] that I had but Pow'r to hold the Hand 
Appointed to obey this dire Command, 


A Pardon from the baſe reyengeful Court, 
Could Female Force or Fury but delly 
The tragick Scene, and ſtop the fatal Day ; * 
I could forget my Sex, a Tyrant prove, 
Poſtpone my Chriſtian Duty to my Love, 
Make your proud Enemy revoke your Doom, 
Or ſtrike his Breaſt with Female Vengeance home; 
Forgive my Paſſion, I'm too weak to bear 
The wretched Loſs of him I love fo dear. 
Have I ſo long a happy Life poſſeſt, 
Been dearly tende1'd and too highly bleſt; 


C3] 
9 Nurs'd from my Youth beneath your Nuptial Care, 
3 Cheriſh'd and lov'd as if divinely Fair? 
9 Have I indulg'd you with a beauteons Raee, 
3 Whoſe Infant Charms their pregnant Gifts expreſs,. 
J And in whoſe graceful Features may be view'd, 
* The early Signs of all that's Great and Good? 
Have I theſe ſweet Delights enjoy'd for Years, 
And muſt one Moment-drown us all in Tears-? 

Z Muſt my dear Children Fatherleſs be left, 
1 And my poor ſelf be of my Spouſe bereft? 
Mluſt. one revengeful Stroke afflit us all, < 
2 And leave us wretched to lament your Fall? 
3 Maſt I to all my Comforts bid farewel, 

I And prieve for ever in a Mourning Veil ? 

1 O! let them take, with thine, my anxious Life, 

3 Curs'd be the Hand that ſep'rates Man and Wife. 

7 With thee, like Aria, could I gladly feel 
| 1 The ſharp Effects of the deſtruQtive Steel; 

bat the proud Tyrant might appeaſe his Wrath, 

4 And glut his Vengeance with the Lives of both. 


4 Lord. 
Muy Dear be eaſy, Kings muſt be obey'd, 
4 


The tott'ring Crown's impatient for my Head. 
1 Bleeding's the only ſpeedy Cure that's known 
Jo our State Quacks for a diſtemper'd Throne, - 5 
A HeRick Fever. long has reign'd at Court, 
Tis now high time that ſome be blooded for't. 
One to aſſwage thei: Heat muſt feel the Blow, 
Or the whole Juno will delirious grow; 
135 
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And then perhaps the Frenzy might incline. 
The Wolves to aim at greater Heads than mine. 
Why fhould a Subject Peer repine at Fate, 3 
| Since Kings themſelves have met with Falls as great 3 


The beſt of Princes has been forc'd, e*re now, $ : 
To grace the Scafſold with his awful Brow, 9 * 
And to receive the laſt deciding Stroke, v 
Stoop down his Head to the tremendous Block... =yY 
Why then ſhould feeble Nature be inclin'd | * 
To fave that Life which is for Death deſign'd, = 
When one kind Moment will appeaſe my Breaſt, BH 
And put each active lab'ring Pulſe at reſt ? | A 
In Death, alas, what is there. to be fear'd, LS 
That Man ſhould with its near approach be ſcar'd ? / 23 4 
'Tis but a parting Sigh, in which we ſpend q | 0 
That worthleſs Breath on which our Lives depend; y 
A Farewel that the Soul in Triumph takes, h F 
When for more Freedom ſhe her Priſon breaks, TT 

That with ſwift Wings ſhe may ſurmount the Sky, 
And to her laſt eternal Dwelling fly, * 
Whete ſhe may fit enthron'd among the bleſt, BY 
And Joys immenſe regale the. welcome Gueſt, Þ 
What have I done to interrupt my Flight, Fi 
From Death's dark Manſions to eternal Light! Bd 
3 . g = 
Sin is a Curſe intail'd upon Mankind, . Ar. 
Bat till the humble Soul will Mercy find. . = 
Why therefore ſhould I doubt, or why diſtruſt: | Y 8 
Almighty Goodneſs, which is always ] uſt ? 4 A 
Sit 


. 4 ae rt . 1 
* — . 3 


| Lady. p 


Col birthin not yout Breaſt with wild Deſpair; 
Your Chriftian Life has kept your Conſcience clear, - 
The Great Tribunal, be affur'd,” will ſhow- 

More Mercy than your' cruel Peets below; 

Who ſcan the Juſtice of each doubtful Cauſe, - 
More by their partial Int'reſt than the Laws. 
Vou have no Reaſon to afflict your Mind 
With future Dangers, when your Soul's refign'd ; 
A heav'nly Quire the dreadful Moment wait, 
And weep, like me, at your approaching Fate. - 
Methinks I ſce 'em round the Scaffold fly, 

To bear you on their Wings to endleſs Joe, 

X ©! that I was but worthy to attend 

$ | Your happy Soul to its bleſt Journey 's end, 

For tho” "tis doom'd to paſs a rugged way, 

WM The gloomy Path will lead you to eternal Day.” - 
But I, my deareſt Lord, poor wretched I, 

2 | Muft Live, a Torment worſe than *tis to Die; 

Isa Solitude remain, perhaps, for Years, 

3 | And drown my anxious Hours i in Floods of Tears: 
For what on Earth can Woman's Grief remove, 
© Depriy'd o'th' only Object of her Love, 

'Y Left to reflect upon a painful Life, | 

3 Void of all Comfort when no more a Wife? 
here's all the Pomp that does on Riches wait? 
Alas! how dang? rous is it to be Great 2. 

Who would on Wealth for Happineſs depend, 
Since all muſt. in one fatal Moment ead ? 
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| Where o'er his Flocks the Rural Shepherd reigns, 


2M thro” the ſtrongeſt Bulwark ſtrikes its Foes. 


| Thoſe ſwelling Sorrows that attend your Fate: 
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What avails Honour, Equipage, or Dreſs ? 
Where's flatVcing Friendſhip in this ſad Diftreſs ?- 
They're all but Shadows when the. Mind's. diſmaid, 
That vaniſh when we moſt require their Aid, 
How bleft are thoſe who, in an humble Sphere,, . 
Enjoy but little, yet have leſs to fear, 
Who in a rural Cottage fit content, 
And dread no fatal Frowns of Gat, 
But Sow with Labour, Reap the kind encreaſe, | 
And. free from, Envy eat their Bread in Peace. — 
O ! that we'd both been deſtin'd to the Plains, I 


T > O = 


UB 
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Does Bag and Bottle to his Comfort bring, 

And Feaſts with twice the Pleaſure of a King; 

Then had we ſtill been ſafe, and bleſt, below. 

The dire Revenge that daes inſult us naw, | 

Liv'd unmoleſted in a State ſecure, 

Free from the ſtormy Rage of angry Pow! r, 1 
Which like a Thunder-Cloud its Lightning throws | 


But we, alas, are now paſt all Relief, 
You're doam'd to Silence, I.to endleſs Grief; 
For all the World affords can ne er abate 
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On loathſome Earth ] ſtill-muſt wretched be, | 
Whilſt you enjoy, a bleſt FR. 1 N 


1 fear not Death, or the dividing Steel, 
My Care for you is all the weight I feel ;. 


C97] 


Whilſt the kind Couple Nuptial Love retain,.. 
One cannot Grieve but t'other ſhares the Pain- 


uid, 4 I'therefore beg your Tears may be forborn, 
Flt melts my Soul to ſee ſuch Goodneſs mourn, 


| 4 Subdues that Chriſtian Courage which ſhould arm + 


A Breaft that's ſinking in ſo black · a Storm. 
He who to pleaſe a King in publick dies, 


Conſider, Dear, 'tis Cowardice to pine, 
Or flinch at what ſuperior Foes enjoin 5-- 
;. | © Too mach Concern is the effect of Fear, 


Should the grim Ghoſt and all his Stings deſpiſe-- 


[bears 


. I The Brave ſhould ſlight the Mrongs they're forc'd to » 


9 He that ſcorns humane Pity, and is free 
 F To ſuffer, diſapppints-his Enemy. 
\ I Therefore, 'tis better boldly to embrace 
Our Fate, than to ask Mercy with Diſgrace) 


= | We've Patienee equal to their Cruelty;-. 
And with a Chriſtian Temper can ſuſtain + 
The worſt Reſults of ſo ſeyere a Reign. 


| ſuffer what they can't oppofe, 


Lady. 
= Grief againſt Reaſon, will, alas, rebel * 
3 In ſpite of Precepts Nature will prevail : 
1 1 muſt lament my Loſs.to an Extream, . 


And ſuit my Sorrows to my high eſtcems>- 
B 55 


4 Then ceaſe your Tears, and let the Pow'sful ſce,”, 


3 4 The Brave, the Juſt, the Gen'rous and the Great 
Should with a Breaſt undaunted. meet their Fate, 


4 N And ſhew-their Vertues greater than their Woes, 


_— 
* — — 


L 10 21 | 
Your-ernel Fate my Conflicts muſt improve, 
In due proportion to my tender Love. 
A Flood of undiſſembl'd Tears beſt ſhews, . 
How much we value what we fear to loſe. 
Who then can ceaſf ro weep away her Hours, 
Depriv'd at once of all that ſhe adores ; 

Left in a wretched Kingdom to become - | 
The Scorn of thoſe who have conſpir'd your Doom 
O! let my Paſſions rend my trembling Heart, 

And Female Grief its utmoſt Pow'rs exert, 
Till my Valves burſt, and every Vein ſupplics -- 
With ſanguinary Tears my flowing Eyes; 
Thus all Relief from my ſad Breaſt exclude, 
And melt at once into a briny Flood. 


e * — Wn _— * # 
e Z 


7 4 ent 


* . = Pegs = 


. 


* th 
— 


| | Lord. | 

T ran no longer hear you thus deplore - 
Your-own Misfortunes and my fatal Hour. 
The. ſullen Moment now approaches near, 
That hurries me, alas, I know not where? 
Unweary d Time flies from me now apace, 
Who brandifhes his Scythe and ſhakes his Glaſs, -; 
For my ſad Jonrney I muſt now prepare, 
And manage my laſt Stake of Life with Care. 
Fare wel thou beſt of Wives; and muſt I ſay, 
Fer Ever, that's a long eternal Day. 
It eannot be, I'm ſure, *tis all Deceit, 
Comfort-thy ſelf, that we again ſhall meet - 
Above the Clouds, where endleſs Joys abound, 
Aud nothing bat eternal Love goes round. . 
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Car 15 

uV Dear, be happy in this parting Kin, 

1 Our next Salute will be in Paradiſe: 

lndulge your deareſt Babes, forgive your Foes, 
Strengthen your Vertues and your Mind compoſe? ' 
4 Let Pray'r and Pegiſe your pious Soul imploy, 
And Heav'n will change your Mourning into Joy. 
Once more, thou Glory of thy Sex fare vel. 

m.: Y What Tongue the Torments of my Breaſt can * 
Insa Death 1 only now can eaſy be. 

God be the W of thy nn — 87 — 


* 
* 


e aue 
Oh! eaſe me, Heaven, in this a3 diſtreſs, : = 

7 What Pow'r but thine can make my Sorrows leſs 7. 

; 5 Alas, for Ever, O that dreadful Sound . 
Y Does ev? ry Vein with Bolts of Thunder 3 
Where is my Lord, my Husband, and my Fung I 2 
pw On whom for Comfort muſt T e an 

b How can you go? Return to my Relief, 

Leave me not drowning in a Sea of Grief. 

Alas! he's fled for ever from my ſight, 

4 1 And my Hopes vaniſh into Hortor's Night. 

9 Come, King of Terrors, with your-ghaſtly Train, >. 
Strike home, and eaſe a wretched Woman's Pain; 
3 : Releaſe my ftrugliog Breath without delay, 
= By Life impriſon'd in this worthleſs Clay, 
That to the ſolemn Stage my Soul may fly, 
And, with my Dear, ſurmount:the diſtant Sky: 
Leannot part for ever; O] I faigt, I die. 
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Moral REFLEXIONS on the foregoing: 


Dialogue, 


ON E. are exempt from Death or Care, 
On all Degrees tbey bourly walt; * 

The greateſt muſt ſubmit to bear | 

The Strokes of Fortune and of Fate. 


"Tis Folly therefore to rely 
Too much on Honour, Wealth, or Pow's,, 
Since none can be, tho ne'er ſo-bigh, 
Secure of Life, or Eaſe, an Hour: . 


The Brave, the Pious, Fuſt, and Wiſe; 
Altho' they ſtand upon their guard, 
T ſpun the Terrors of Surpriſe, 
Wey re always for the wort — 


He that from Sov*'reign Pow'r diſſents, _ 
And Frites obliquely at the State, 
If overt brocum by croſs Events, 
Should. like a Hero meet bis Fate. 


Por-Cowardife,. at-ſuch a times 


Makes brave Attempts, . that fail, hook ow | 


Mben Courage varniſhes the Crime, 
And gives the Guilt a noble Face... 


Embarknot in a Taftious.Canſe,. 

Or join æuith thoſe :inclin:d to change, 
Ver no Man knows, how far the Laws 

May ſtreteh, to eaſe a King's Revenge. 


JJC ··¹wꝛꝛ ² ⅛ i ꝗ q RK ] q d I ABEL andy 8 | 
—_— = 4.2% wot % Iſa iS» Oo oo TT £5 fr. 


DL ö 
4 b 1 5 7 
> % 
0 , * 
* | * v a . 8 0 5 7 
«=> . * & * — my s ” S # of . * FW — > = * 
5 * —— » II—_ 1 CT 
* If 2 
\ oa . 2 tk. MF ; 4. 


— — 1 — — ——— — — * % * W 


5 DIALOGUE H. 
Between 2 Pious. Couple, concerning the 
Peaceful Comforts of a. Religious Life, 
24 ona jine Day they were taking thein- 
Recreation in the pleaſant Meadows. 


| | Husband. | 
4 | II OW bounteous Heaven does human Race 
3 n g (delight, . 

With all theſe various Scenes that bleſs-our. fight! “ 

XZ How proſperous and gay, how calm and clear 

1 Does the bright Arch, and all beneath appear ?.: 

*X Bchold the diſtant Skies how. blue they ſeem ! . 

Adorn'd with here and.there a golden Stream, 

Which riſing Zaſt, by ſlaw degrees aſcend, , 

A And to the North and South their Wiogs extend. 

3 What broken Clouds delight the roving Eye, 

1 And change their Shapes as on the Winds they fly, 

9 As if deſign'd as Beauty-ſpots to grace 

1 The bright Complexion of the heav'nly Face, 
From thence the Fair do their Example take, 

| L And heighten Female Charms with ſpecks of black. 
L J Tho' Beauty of itſelf's divinely ſweet, | 

vet the beſt Jewels, do of Foils admit. 151 25.7. | 

: 2 Look round, my Dear, and view each teeming Fiel 

4 Banquet your Scaſcs with. the Fruits they yield. 


And how the. Valgs with loaded Crops abound! © -- N | 

How richly | Nature cloaths the verdant Meads, 

And round their Banks her ſweet Embroid* ry ſpreads ! | „ 

10 From whence the Great their Robes and Mantles graces 4 

LI And round their Skirts their Furrs and Ermins een F 

| For ev'ry Art improv'd by human Care, J 
From Nature's kind Examples copy d are. 

Behold how yonder Flocks their Order keep, 
And graze unmix'd, whilſt thoſe that tend 'em ſleep !? 
Wrap'd up in ſilence undiſturb'd they lye, 

And more Content than mighty Kings enjoy; 2 
Govern their Flocks as they themſelves ſhall pleaſe, - 9 
And ſpend their Days in Mirth, their Nights in Eaſe; þ * 
Poſſeſs a peaceful Kingdom of their own, = 
And only need their Dogs to guard their Throne, 
Who ne'cr Rebel, but with a chearful ſpeed | 
Perform what e'er their Lords and Maſters bid. 101 
O! wretched Man, to. Di ſobedience prove, 3 
Who acts with Reaſon, worſe than thoſe with none, 9 
No more the Pow'r thou ſhou'dſt obey, diſpute, —_ 
But learn thy Duty of each ſervile Brute. o_ 
See how the Brooks in ſoft Meanders glide, A 
And kiſs; the Of ers that adorn each-ſide!  . .- 
Hear how the Waters murmur as they move ! 
Obſerve their Speed, eonſider how they're drove! 
Why on a level they ſo ſwift ſhould paſs, 
And ne'er return, tho? we impede their Chaſe! ! 
Why keep one Reddy Courſe, ne'er change or aer - 
Fat in their Channels rowl from Eaft to-Weſt ! 1 
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Wife. . | 

Al are the ti Works of that great Hand, 
Who form'd the whole,and does the whole Command. |. 
The moſt minute Production we.deſcry,. 
Confirms-the Soul there is a Deity > - 
By whoſe creative Pow'r and bounteous Love, 
All Beings live, and in ſuch Order move. 
Who can the-Sun's diffuſive ſplendor ſee, - 
And not-conceive a greater Light than he? 
What Eye amidſt ſuch Miracles can rove, 
Ot view yon glorious Canopy above, 
And not aſcribe what Heav'n has thus reveal'd, 
To that great God from humane Sight eonceal' d? 
With pleaſure we behold the mighty Space, 
Where the ſwift Sun performs his daily Race, 
And the bright Moon with all her glitt' ring Train, 
Governs the Tides in her enereaſe and Wwain! 
With pleaſure we behold the teeming Earth, 
Which gives each tender Plant a thriving Birth, -, 
And kindly ſuckles with her milky Juice, 
Thoſe various Offsprings which for human uſe 
Her fruitful Womb does ev'ry Day produce. 

But ſtill the greateſt Comforts that We know « 
Above the reſt, by Man enjoy 'd below, 
Conſiſts in praiſing that eternal Pow'r 
Who feeds us with freſh Wonders ev'ry Hour. 
And to convince-us he's the only Good, 
Gives us Life, Raiment, and delightful Food, 
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By Providence preſerves our moving Clay, 

From Dangers that ſurround us ey'ry Day; 
Secures his thankful Creatures from the Snares 
That Satan, in revenge to Man, prepares; 

By Grace and Faith inſtrudts us to fulfil 

His ſacred Laws, and to perform his Will; 
That when the Grave demands our lifeleſs Duſt, 
Our Souls, when poliſh'd from their ſinful Ruſt, 
May ſhare the eternal Bleſſings of the Juſt, 
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Husband. 
I'm pleas'd to hear the Works that Heav'n has wrought, . 
Inſpire. my Dear with ſuch a pious Thought; 
For none but thoſe that meditate can ſee 
The Beauty of this vaſt. variety. 
None with true Joy. can on theſe Wonders gaze, . 
Unleſs to God they give their Thanks and Praiſe: . 
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The skilful Painter that's ſo kind to ſhew- . 
His artful. Landskips, when the ſame we vie,, ; 


"Tis Rudeneſs not to praiſe the gen'rous Hand 1 
Whoſe powerful pencil could ſuch Strokes command. - 3 
How ſtupid then, how thankleſs and how baſe . 
Muſt thoſe dull Wretches, among human Race, 3 
Appear, that can behold, without a Sence + 

Of Gratitude, - the Works of Providence, 

And with a careleſs Freedom pleaſe the Sight, 
Cheriſh the Soul, and feaſt the Appetite ; 

Yet, like unthinking Brutes; neglect to give, . 
So much as Thanks to him by whom they live, 
For all thoſe bounteous Bleſſings they receive l 


[17] 

Who that conſiders well how Man was form d, 

And his cold Clay by Breath eternal warm'd, 

How kindly eheriſh'd and preſerv d when dale, 
How highly bleſt, how bountifully fed, 

Plac'd above other-Creatures,. in a State 

Divinely Happy, and- ſupremely Great; 

Fill'd and enrich'd with an immortal Soul, 

And qualify'd with Reaſon how to rule; 

Seated amidſt a thouſand blooming Joys, 

Which nothing but our ſinful Pride deſtroys, 
Enabl'd here to feaſt our Minds with. Peace, 

In all the various Stations we poſſeſs; 

Promis'd hereafter, if ourſelves take care, 

Eternal Life on Terms that eaſy are! 

How wretched then muſt that vile Atheiſt be- | 
Who can no God in all this Goodneſs ſee, - "I 
But to the Pow'r of Chance aſcribes the whole, 
And laughs to hear of an immortal Soul ; 

Thanks none but Nature for his Form =: 
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Suffers dim Reaſon to exclude all Faith, 
And fooliſhly conceits there's nothing after Death. 


Wife, 

Such Profligates muſt-ſure be void of Thought 
Bred amidſt Brutes, unt hankful and untaught, 
Strangers to Truth, of Reaſon quite bereft, 

And wanting Grace, to ſtubborn Folly left ; 
Nurs'd up in Darkneſs, in their Youth miſled;. 
And early ins their Ign'rance riveted, 


Tutor'd by Parents wicked as themſelyes;. 

Or ſuekl'd by infernal Imps or Elves; 

As ſoon as wean'd, neglected and let looſe 

To all the IIls that Hell and Earth-prodace j + 

Bid Or ſure no Moral that can ſteer his way, WT 

Bit Beneath the Sun, by Reaſon's plimm'ring Ray, 

Bid! But in the Works of Providence muſt ſee” | 

| 1 The Strokes of an eternal Majeſty ! ' | 

Who but a God omuipotently Great, 

Could ſuch a vaſt and fruitful World create ! 

Raiſe in ſuch Order the obedient Frame 

And give his Creatures Life t'enjoy the fame ! 

Within a flaming Roof involve the whole, 

Where blazing Wonders rove from Pole to Pole!“ 

Bleſs each depending Animal with \Liphe, , 94-1 

T'admire theſe glorious Lamps that gave us Light! 

Who bat a God fuch Bleſſings could*beftow- R; 

Upon a thankleſs Race that crawl below! | 

W hoſe daring Pride that does no Vengeance dread, 

Provokes the heav'nly Hand by which they're fed. 

O] wretched Atheiſt, baſe ingrateful Clay, MF 

To doubt of that bleſt Pow'r thou ſhoulIft  obeyy . 2 ? 

Who in an Inſtant can thy Soul require, = 

if And juſtly doom thee to eternal Fire. 

104 But ſure it is impoſſible to find 

| | Such dire Ingratitude in humane kind! 

11 No ſuch tremendous Monfter can there be, 
Leis Mad, that dares deny a Deity ; 

His ſtarting Soul muſt tremble to diſown 

The King of Kings that rules the heay'nly Throne, 
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What Wretch on Earth can fo rebellious prove, 

That ſhares th' Effects of Providential Love, 

Without whoſe warm and kind preſerving Pow'r. | 

No Mortal conld ſurvive one haſty Hour! | 

He that enjoys the Benefit of Sight, © 

With as much reaſon may deny the Light, 

And fancy when he views a Town or Tree, 

His Eyes produce thoſe Objects that they ſce- - 

| This a wild Brain as eas'ly may conceive, 

As to behold the World, and then believe 

Such wond'rous Works could into Order dance, 

Directed by no Pow'r but giddy Chance. 

Such Notions are alone the vain Conceits 

[Of crazy Students, or inebrious Wits, 

1 Who, fond of Freedom, govyern'd by no Rules, | 

Prophane the Scriptures, and deſpiſe the Schools; 

And by their own dull Sentiments miſled, ; 

Forſake the Path where wiſer Chriftians tread; 

Purſue their Luſts, no Appetite will baulk, 

But live as much like Heathens as they talk. 
Thus to all. Duty more avers'& than Brutes; 

eyy . 1 Each for a vicious Liberty diſputes, 4 

| 1 And to his wicked Life his vile Opinion ſuits. 

So Thieves and Ruffians labour to perſwade 

hemſelves that Rapine's but an honeſt Trade, 

3 Or that when once the Gallows ſtops their Breath, 

[ bere is no Hell or Judgment after Death. 
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Shall be permitted to diſguiſe the Fool, = 
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If crafty Knaves ſhall into Pulpits climb, | PW 
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. think there needs no more to o prove Y 
A God, than that his Creatures live and move, A 
And that the wondrous Works, we view each Hour,. 
Proclaim a juſt and: wiſe Eternal Power, 
Yet "tis no wonder in this Age we find 
Such wild Opinions rooted in Mankind, 
Since ſuch illit'rate Swarms pretend to 3 
Thoſe Myſt'ries far beyond their ſhallow reach, 
And Wolves in Shepherds Cloathing are allow'd- 
To banter and miſguide the thoughtleſs Crowd. 1 
If bold Enthuſiaſts ignorantly bred, 1 
Some to the Shuttle, ſome to the Brooms and Thread 


And in the room of Prieſts to. Teach and Rule. 4 


And tell the giddy World that Truth's a Crime ; 4 1 
Be ſuffer'd falſly to aloud expound 1 
The Holy Text upon unhallow'd Ground; | 3 1 
And ev'ry prating Dance, that ſcarce can read = | 
The Scriptures, or repeat the Chriſtian Creed, 38 
Uſurp the Sagction of a Holy Guide, 3 
To gratify his Int'reſt and his Pride. "7 
If ſuch a Neſt. of Vipers ſhall preſume | 1 
To Hiſs where only True Divines ſhould come, 2 
And be allow'dto vitiate and debauch ff 
The World with groundleſs Tenets that they broach, 4 
Bal ſe, wicked, ſelfiſh, ſcandalouſly baſe, 
And.dang'rous to the Peace. of human Race, 


Ove 5 


ur, 


4: 27. 


Fit only to diſſolve and overthrow N 
The Duty we to Ged and Ceſar owe. 

Such wretched Doftrines that are chiefly meant 
T'oppreſs the Church and weaken Government, 
That Knaves may gratify their zealous Pride, 
And facred Villains o'er their Betters ride. 

FT hus draw the Crowd by their diſſembl'd Whines, 


To ſerve their haughty Leaders baſe Deſigns, 


eadz 


In; joining to reform the Church and State, 
By cruſhing all true Merit, which they hate. 
That Shop. Divines to Pulpits may ariſe, 
And dreaming Fools proclaim their Propheſies, 
XZ Whilſt crafty Rebels the advantage take, 
And whining Slaves of all the Kingdom make. 
Sigce ſach Deſigns as theſe are carry'd on, 
Beneath the umbrage of Religion, 
And ſuch a vile. and ſanguinary Work 
Does under Masks of Grace and Conſcience lurk ; 
© Since ſcatter*d Tribes ſhall diff*rent Faiths poſleſs, 
And all pretend to be the Sons of Grace, 
Their jarring Guides claim equal Right to teach 
A | What thwarting Do&rines they are pleas'd to preach» · 
And tho' they ſev'ral ways with Envy draw, 

Y Vet all alike be Chriſtians in the Law. 
If oppoſite Opinions ought to ſtand 
0 4 On the ſame Footing, in the ſelf- ſame Land; 
f diff rent Faiths can equally be true, 

None can be juſtly blam'd that chuſe a new. 
If all the wild enthuſiaſtick Dreams, 4 
KRebellioas Notions and fantaſtick Whims, : 
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Are juſt, if drop'd from a Fanatick Tongue, 
Opinion, tho' its wicked, can't be wrong. 
From hence, diſſettl'd Minds themſelves deceive, 
Becauſe the World ſuch diff'rent Ways believe. 
And ſince Religion does with Licenſe ſquint 
Such various ways, they think there's little in't. 
"Theſe are the thriving Miſchiefs that ſupport 
Atheiſm, and factious Schiſms of ev'ry ſort, 
Weaken Religion, we too plainly ſee, 

And ſtrip her of her ancient Purity; «+ 
Make all her Vertues, and her ſacred Rules, 
The Scoff of daring Wits and vicious Fools, 
Who ſeeing mighty Men, that ought to be 
The grave Examples of Integrity, 
F requent all Worſhips with a mod'rate Zeal, 


And countenance thoſe Schiſms they ought to heal, My 
Infer, that if it be no ſinful Fault An 
In thoſe who do 'twixt two Opinions halt, To 
A Man may as well keep his Conlcience free But 
From all Religion, as pretend to be . Wt 
A mod'rate Adyocate for two or three. Wh 

Thi 


From hence Atheiſtick Principles ariſe, | 

And lukewarm Sons their Mother-Church deſpiſe; Ref 

Think Truth an Art, Religion bat a Jeſt, 

Cauſe both they find ſuch diff rent ways profeſt. 

Thus, from at once embracing more than one, 

At laſt they ſhake off all, and ſtick to none. 

So fickle Lovers in their youthful Pride, 

Who court at once two Women for their Bride, 

- Wim neither join, but both at laſt deride. 
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. Wife. | 
"Tis ſtrange that ſuch a dang'rous Latitude 
Should thus be giy'n againſt the Common Good, 
And that Religion that preſerves the Peace 
Of Chriſtian Kingdoms, and of Conſciences, 
Should thus be rent, and made the Ridicule 
Of ev'ry wanton Ape and chatt'ring Fool, 
Who think they're bleſt when unconfin'd and free, 
Tho' Ruin crowns their boaſted Liberty. 

Give me, O-Heay'n! the Grace to be Content 
Within thoſe Bounds the Wicked call Reſtraint: 
May I be chain'd to thoſe Religious Rules, 
Taught by Learn'd Guides, bred up in Pious Schools: 
May no diſſembling Phariſee diſturb 
My Peace, or ride my Conſcience with a Curb, 
And for his own bye Int'reſt teach my Tongue 
To rail at Truth, and to maintain what's wrong; 
But may the Church my Sanctuary be, 
| Whoſe Dodtrine ſhews her ſpotleſs Purity, 
Who by the Hand of Heay'n, her only Guard, 
Through many Ages has been till preſery'd ; 
Reſcu'd at all times from her reſtleſs Foes, 
Inſpir'd by Hell to envy her Repoſe. 
May I with all her Diſcipline agree, 
Join in her Worſhip with Sincerity, 
Deſpiſe that Moderation now in vogue, 
And with true Zeal her Chriſtian Precepts hug 
May I be able to defend my Faith 
J Apainſt the Inſults of Fanatick Wrath, 

And with unſhaken Loyalty careſs | 
Her Tenets as my only Happineſs, 


rem them as the beſt and only way 

That leads us ſafely to eternal Day, 
Where Truth and Juſtice, Peace and Merey reign, 
In one Great God, who will his Church maintain, 
Ta ſpite of thoſe who with their i impious Mouths 
Revile her Doftrines and prophane her Truths. 
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Hutband. | 

I'm fill'd with Joy to hear a Female Tongue 
So well imploy'd, and ſo diſcreetly ___ + Vo 
"Tis greatly to my Comfort that I find, 
Within a Woman's Breaſt, ſo rich «Mind, bY 
Endu'd with all thoſe Vertues that compleat 5 „ J 
The peaceful Sweetneſs of a Nuptial State; 
For happy are thoſe Families that ſee 
In Wives ſuch true exemplar Piety, | 
That Servants in a Miſtreſs may diſcern [learn ; 
; Thoſe heav'nly Duties which themſelves ſhould 
And Children by a Mother's Life be taught, 
| To early know a Vertue from a Fau't, 

O! that your Sex, like you, from Pride were free, 
Like you deyout, without Hypocriſy; 
Fix'd in their Duty, fteady in their Love, 
Slighting of Joys below, for thoſe above; | 
Pious and Peaceful, not Peryerſe and Proud; 
Chaſte, Silent, Dutiful, and never Loud, 
To Goodneſs prone; to Charity inclin'd, 
Fond of their Children, to their Husbands kind, 
Sincere at Church, without a roying Eye, 


And on the * of their Guides rely; 


Give | 
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Give way to no Temptation that they meeet, 

But guard their Vertue gainſt the World's Deceit: 
Then wou'd a marry'd State be free from Strife, 1 
And ev'ry Husband praiſe a Nuptial Life, 5 


| | 
Had he, like me, a Chaſte and pious Wife, 


1 


Moral REFLEXIONS on the fore- 
going Dialogue. 


Onour, ſome think, that empty Sund, 
From Vice may keep Great Perſons free, 
But Vertue can't maintain its Ground | 


Without Exemplar Piety. 


He that on humane Strength relies, 
Depends but on a broken Staff ; 
o Guard without Religious Ties 
Can keep the Mind entirely ſafe. 


By Grace we only can ſubdue | | 
Thoſe craving Luſfts that ſwell our Palms 3 ; 
nd that's but granted to thoſe fer 

That ſeek it by Religious Means. 


rue Piety revives the Soul, 
And fortifies the Mind within, 
Does our looſe Appetites controul, 
And makes us Enemies to Sin. 


. 0 
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I Peace preſerves, does Strife prevent. f 

tis all the various States of Liſ q, &; , 

And is the greateſt Ornament es : 

| That can adorn a Maid or Wife. 4 

A 

Therefore may thoſe who are ſo baſe . v 
To mate a Cloak on't, be accurſt, : 

For among ft all the wicked Race T 

A Pious Villain is the worſt. | , v 

| A] 
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DIALOGUE III. Ot 

| ; Yo 

Between an unfortunate Nobleman and xy, 


his beautiful Lady, who bad ſurren- 
der d her Charms to ths Careſſes of | 
ber Sovereign. ö 


5 Lord. 
Ane of my Life, once Objedt of my Joys, I 
Who'd Pow'r to bleſs, but now has curs'd my 
” | Choice; 
Charming in Feature, of an awful Mein, 3 
Without an Angel, but a Dey'l within; 


Beauteous but Luſtful, Gen'rous not Good, 


Modeſt in publick, but-in private lewd, 


h 

What vile Aſmodeus has inflam d. thy Breaſt ? 

Why ſo depray'd, and with ſuch Graces bleſt? 

How could a Lady, fo devoutl y bred, 

Be tempted to defile her Marriage-bed? + 

Why to your Husband would you prove unjuſt, 

And ſhame yourſelf to pleaſe a Monarch's Luſty 

Why would you make ſuch Charms your Prince's 
1200 !: Sport- 

To be a falſe, tho? earring Linn at Court ? 

When if you'd ſav'd your Honour, you had Wifi 

Altho! a Subject, greater than a Queen; 

For had ſuch Beauty been with Vertue joir'd, 

Both had the Luſtre of a Crown out- ſhinꝰd; 

But now, alaſs, dark luſtful Clouds ariſe, 

Obſcure your Brightneſs, and eclipſe your Eyes. 

Your odious Guilt your Female Charms debaſe, 

& Your ſinful Deeds your Quality diſgrace, +! 

And caſt a nauſeous Miſt all o'er your lovely Face -. 

Vhy, therefore, would you play ſach wanton Freaks 

And with adult'rous Bluſhes ſtain your Cheeks? 

hy thus become a Paramour of un ; 

| To only be more N Great.” 


11. % 11. Et 
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What W oman can reſiſt a King's Amours ? 
| Yr who refuſe what Majeſty implores? 
hat Female Sabject durſt to diſapprove ? 
r give Reſiſtance to a Monarch's Love? 
hat they command, our wiſeſt Teachers ly, 
ere ſtrictly bound in Duty to obey * 


] my | 1 


ice ; „ I 


4 
7 
wy, 
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And if * ſeorct 1 they exäkt, % 1 * 
Are beſe, Guell, und ffal än the Al, i 
The Sin's not ours, becauſe we don't deny, 7 4 
But theirs, whoſe Pow'r can force us to comply. T, 
How 'then can I his Royal Will withſtand | Ye 
W ho ſtoop d to beg what Princes might command? 
Beſides, when Love, that Tyranty has poſſeſtt * 
A ſpiteful Monarch, and inflam'd his Breaſt, Eo 
What beauteous Object of his am'rous Grief R. 
Would venture to deny a King Relief, * 
And hazard that Reyenge her Slights may find, * 
Rather than ſtrain her Vertue to be kind? 7 w 
Woman, tho' ne'er ſo chaſte, in ſuch a caſe,;, Fs 
May ſooth his Paſſion, and thro' Fear cruoſgreſs, Ste 
Becauſe in Love tis ſafer to engage, | * 


- Than run the Hazard of a Prince's Rage: 
When ſov"rign Pow'r attacks, we cannot fly, 


The want of * len the, Fair rowply: 5 \ 

—_ | ole mn: ; [49 : a by 

2 Lord. | A 

Theſe are dark Arguments the am'rous feign, A She 

T' excuſe the luſtful Habits they retain. | 1 Dot 

The faithleſs Wife by Nature is a Jilt, Ane 

And never wants a Plea to ſooth her Guilt. WI 

Woman debauch'd, tho? ſhe approves the Sin, "Rag 

Refle ds the Blame on thoſe that dte her in; Thi 

And tho? ſhe ſeeks the Pleaſure that ſhe 125 "= 

| | Would fain be thought more modeſt than ſhe proves. "IF 
1 Had Grace and Duty influenc* d your Mind, Sup 
| And your loft Youth 1 to Vertue been inclin'd, 8 


( 
When once you found juſt Reaſons to diſtruſt, 
Your Charms had fann'd the Fire of Royal Laſt, 
And that your Prince was eagerlyidefign'd | 
To tempt, you by his Flatt'ries to be kind, 
You ſhou'd have then from Court your Smiles with- 

43 482.0 (drawn 

When his falſe Love was in its early dawn; 
For 'tis a Maxim that does ſeldom mils, 
Remove the Cauſe, and the Effect will ceaſe. 
Inſtead of that; forgetful of the Shame, 
You fann'd his Luſt, and glory'd in his Flame, 
With equal Paſſion met his warm Embrace, 
And turn'd upon him in his am'rous Chaſe, 
Stop'd his Purſuit, receiv'd him in your Arms, 
And bid the Monarch welcome to your Charms. 


* 


Lady. 

When Woman finds ſhe maſt at laſt comply, 
Tis better early to be free than ſhy : 
A Gen'rous Freedom to a 'Gen'rons Mind, 
Shews Love inſtead of Int'reſt makes us kind, pk 
Doubles a Prince's Paſſion by Surpriſe, | 
And makes his Bounty equal to his Joys ; 
When ſhe that's conquer'd by a ſeeming Force, 
And when ſhe riſes counterfeits Remorſe, 
Thinks by falſe Tears t“ extenuate her Guilt, 
Lofes her Aim, and for the Drops ſhe'as ſpilt, 
Is always conſtru'd but the greater Jilr, 
Suppoſe, to ſhew my Vertue, I had fled 


From Court, and had deſpis'd a Monarch's Bed, 
. CG 3 


(309 
Shewn my Reſentment of his lawleſs Flame, 
If a King's Love deſerves ſo bad a Name; 
Sach Provoeations might have work'd a Change, 
And turn d his Paſſion into dire Ręvenge;,; 
The Effect of ſuch a pow'rful Lovers Wrath, 
Might ſtill have prov'd more fatal to us both; 
For ſhe who wins a Monarch by her Charms, 
And flies his Preſence to eſcape his Arms, 
Be ſhe a beauteous Virgin or a Wife, We 
Conſpires againft his Eaſe, if not his Life; 
And ſhould a Husband's Counſel be the Cauſe 
That the King's Fav'rite from his Court withdraws, 
The lighted Monarch, full of Love and Rage, 
May bring them both upon the fatal Stage; 


For Kings, whoſe Love does into Fury change, 


Ne'er want a Plot to ſatiate their Revenge: 
Therefore *twas Prudence rather to ſubmit, 
Than run the Riſque of an obſcure Retreat; 
And better far for you to be content, | 


T han clamour at thoſe Wrongs you can't. prevent. a 


Who would not ſuch a ſmall Affront diſdain, 
Sooner than grin, and ſhew his Teeth in vain, 
Forget the Pleaſures of his Nuptial Bed, 
And loſe a Wife much rather than his Head, 
Reflect not on my Failings, but deſiſt, 
And of two Evils wiſely chaſe the lea ſt. 

y 1 

Fis hard you ſhould your Nuptial Contra l 
And I that am thus injur'd fear to ſpeak : 


Car: 


To 


Sp 


Your Threat'nings ſhew how you approve your Vice, 


And that you made your ſinful Shame your Choice, 
I know too well that I am not ſecare, 

Princes in Love no Rivals can endure; 

Th' approaching Danger does, alas, appear, 

I ſee my End, or my Confinement near. 


IIls always are by greater IIIs purſu'd, 


Adult'ry is too oft confirm'd with Blood: 
The luftfal King, that baſely does invade 


! The Nuptial Pleaſures of a Subjects Bed, 

By ſome Pretence the Cuckold ſhould deſtroy, 
For fear Revenge ſhould reach him in his Joy. 
Or force his injur'd Rival, by Command, 

On pain of Death, to quit his Native Land. 


Since you have thus your Marriage. Vows tranſgreſt, 
I know my Fate will be but hard at beſt, 
O faithleſs Woman, thus at once to blaſt 


| My Joys, and all my future hopes o'ercaft : 


By thee to laſting Mis'ries I'm betray'd, 

By thee my Life one ſettl'd Storm is made, 

By thy Deſertion am I diſpoſſeſt 

Of all the Comforts that enrich'd my Breaſt. 
Curs'd be the Tyrant that invades my Right, 


May anxious Thoughts torment him Day and Night, 


May none but Fools and Rebels guard his Throne, 
By Whores be beggar'd, and by Knaves und one: 
May he be puniſh'd by a Baſtard=R ace, 
And not one lawfal Son his Palace grace: 
May he ſtarve Merit, and ungrateful prove 
To all his Friends that have deſery'd his Love: 
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May he be only Generous and Free, 

To mercenary Jilts, more lewd than thee ; 
Give all to thoſe, who ſtudy his Diſgrace, 

Till grown as poor as they are falſe and baſe : 
And when he'as thus exhauſted all his Store,, 
May Parliaments refuſe to give him more: 

May all his Whores be falſe to his Embrace, #7 
And fill his Court with a rebellious Race, I 
May they be kindeſt to his greateſt Foes, 

And all his Secrets in their Arms diſcloſe : 

May treach'rous Knaves into his Treaſure dive, 

. Himſelfgrow needy, whilſt his Harlots thrive : 
May only Pimps and Flatt'rers have his Ear, 

Till he becomes a Prince without a Peer, 

Be made the common Subject of Lampoon, 
Till ridicul'd by all the Fops in Town : 

May Fears and ſealouſies perplex his Days, 

And ev'ry Jilt he keeps become a Lais: 

May groundleſs Plots turmoil his haraſs'd Reign, 
And hard-moutl'd Villains publick Credit gain, 
Amuſe his Kingdom with prepoſt'rous Lies, 
And make his People think him weak, tho' wiſe: 
May he commence more Debts than he can pay, 
Till Duns and Murmurs plague him ev'ry Day 
May he to kiſs the City Wives deſcend, 

And of their Husbands borrow Sums to ſpend, 
Thus chouſe the wealthy Cuckolds of the Change, 
Till the horn'd Crew turn Rebels thro? Revenge. 
In this Condition let him Live and Reign, 

Till his Strength fails him and his Lufts remain, 
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Then may he give up the Supream Command, 
And die a Beggar in a wealthy Land. 

As for your Part, may your adult'rous Charms 
Prove falſe and treach'rous to his luſtful Arms, 
Till by himſelf detected in your Guilt, 

And manifeſtly prov'd an arrant Jilt, 

In Indignation from his Bed be thrown, 

And made the common Jeft of all the Town. 
May that ſweet Beauty, which you now can boaſt, '. 
Be render'd nauſeous by your ſhameful Luſt : 

May your wild Fancy range the publick Fairs, - 
And fix on Dancers of the Ropes and Play'rs, 
Betray your Charms into the Arms of Slaves, 
Till ſcoff d by Scoundrels, and miſus'd by Knaves. 
Thus may you live at large, profuſely lewd, 

And never entertain one Thought of Good ; 
Deſpis'd by th' Iſſue of your Monarch's Loins, 
Who owe their Birth to your adult rous Sins, 
When wither'd grown, with batter'd. Beaus engage, 
Be doom'd the only Lais of the Age, 

And forc'd to herd with W of the * 


Lady, 
Thank ye, my Lord, tis * wiſh'd, 1˙II ſwears 
But Heav'ns too good to hear ſo vile a Pray's - 
I thank my Stars I now am plac'd aboye 
The Fury of your poor revengeful Love. 
J have a Monarch now to ftand my Friend, 
And you had beſt take care how you offend. 


5 


C 34 3 


Farewel, I owe no Duty now to you, 
What you deem ſhameful I ſhall ſtill purſue, 
And will obey my * ſuperior of the two. 


Moral RErL Ex IONS on the fore- 


going Dialogue, 


Ow can 4 vicious Husband blame 
The Failings of a wanton Wife, 


I his Example taught the Dame 


To wander from a vertuous Life. 


He, that expects his Bride ſhould prove 
To his Embraces truly uw, 

Should ne er debaſe bis Nuptial Love, 
By giving looſes to his Luft, 


Man o'er his Wife the Rule may claim, 
But if ſhe finds he does ber Wrong, 


| She fails not to revenge the ſame, 


By the ill uſe of Tail or Tongue. 


Women are of Reſentment quick, 
Prone much to Jealouſie and Spight, 
Ind love to ſhew us Trick for Trick, 
4 we their kind Embraces ſlight. 


How can we blame the 0 Fair, 
And at their wanton Follies ſcof, 
Since we ourſelves cannot forbear 
The Vices we accuſe them of, 
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Would we, their Tyrant Lords, but tame 
The reſtleſ Fury of our Luft, 

The Ladies muſt of courſe reclaim, 
And prove more Continent and Fuſt. 


| E 
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DIALOGUE W. 


Between a Dethron d Prince and bis 
Diſconſolate Princeſs. 


Prince, 

W: O that is wiſe would coyet to be Great, 

A Sphere twixt Envy and the frowns of Fate, 
Where Storms ariſe and ſudden Thunders row!, 
And with tremendous Claps ſurpriſe the Soul? 
What real Bleſſings could we call our own, 
When perch'd aloft upon a tott'ring Throne, 
Built on the Pleaſure of a fickle Crowd, 
Too fawning, or too inſolent and Proud; 
Reſty if ſpurr'd ; when check'd, too faſt would run; 
Slow to their Good, in haſte to be undone. 
Why ſhould we then thus grieve beneath our Loſs? 
With Joy the Chriſtian ought to bear his Croſs ? 
The true Heroick Breaſt ſhould ne'er repine, 
Since Vertue through a Cloud does brigtheſt ſhine 
The Brave undauuted ſhould embrace their Fate, 
And in the worſt of Troubles ſtill be Great. 


[36] 


Princeſs. 

But Woman is, alas, too weak to bear 

So vaſt a Load of inexpreflive Care, 

To fall from Empire, to forſake a Crown, 

And fly the awful Grandeur of a Throne, 
T hat onr proud Rivals undiſturb'd might wear 
Thoſe Glories we have only Right to ſhare. 
No Female Breaſt is able to fuſtain 

So deep a Stab, but ſhe muſt feel the Pain : 


No Balſam heal, tho? skilfully apply'd, 


A Wound ſo mortal to a Woman's Pride! 
Who can with Patience bear the Loſs of Pow'r ? 


If once a King, tis wretched to be low'r. 


Tameneſs when injur'd makes a Prince a Slave, 
Without Revenge no Suff 'rer can be Brave. 
Nor is he fit to make a Crown his own, 

Who will not hazard, e're he's quite undone, 


TO deſpicable Life to ſave a Throne. 


| Prince, 

Bat if a Prince be flatter'd and betray'd, 
And, without Cauſe, unjuſtly odious made, 
Left naked when the Storm begins to low'r, 
By Friends forſaken, and diſarm'd of Pow'r, 
Invaded by a Rival, at a time 
When all the Land thought Loyalty a Crime, 
Girt round wizh Foes, deferted in the Field, 


Threaten'd by Crowds that ev'ry where tebell'd, 


/ 
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How ſhould a King, in theſe Diſtreſſes left, 

R obb'd of his Wealth, and of his Arms bereft, 
Maintain his Ground, and with Succeſs oppoſe 
Domeſtick Rebels join'd with Foreign Foes ? 
What Lyon can defend his awful Beard | 
From Seoffs and Inſults, with his Talons par 7 
At ſuch a time *tis better far to ſhun 
Impending Fate, than into Danger run. 

"Tis brave and wiſe to make a ſafe Retteat, 
When if we fight, we know we muſt be beat. 


Princeſs. | 
But you had Arms ſufficient to have try'd, | 
To whom good Heav'n had been the moſt ally'd ; 
For tho” ſome Legions to your Rival fled, 
Yet Thouſands, hearty to your Int'reſt, ſtaid, 
And with their Blood would have manur'd the Plain 


To've ſav'd your Perſon and prolong'd your Reign. g 


Why therefore did you then forſake the Field, 
And to the Rebels ſuch Advantage yield, 

Fly from an Army that were free to fight, 

And forward to aſſert your Lawtul Right, 

Give your Foes Reaſon to ſuſpe& your Fear, 
And make your Friends diſpirited appear : 
Such Tameneſs did your Loyal Troops incenſe, 
And ſhew'd that you deſpair'd of Providence, 
Or what tame Prince, to ve curb'd a Rival's Pride, 
Would not on Heay'n for Vigvry have rely'd. 

{ Whoſe ſinking Cauſe, bad Juſtice on its fide, 
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Prince. 

Our kind Regard to an ingrateful Land, 
Soften'd our Breaft, and did our Sword command, 
Unwilling to inflame the growing Jars, B 
By vain Reſiſtance, into bloody Wars, 

Wherein our Foes would ſtill have gain'd the Day, 
And all our Loyal Friends been made their Prey: 


2 9 8 


Moſt of our Subjects did our Cauſe decline, ve 
The major Part were in the grand Deſign; | Yo 
Thoſe we had truſted from our Int'reſt fled, | Ar 
Others ſtood neuter and the Danger weigh'd, W 
Carcleſs of Duty would have join'd the Side An 
That prov'd the ſtrongeſt, had the Cauſe been try'd. Yo 
Nor could we hope to ſtop our Rival's Courſe, | Up 
And prove Victorious by a weaker Force: Re 
Therefore had we engag'd, and fail 'd in Fight, Wi] 
By Conqueſt then he would have claim'd a Right, Par 
And our poor Friends, too feeble ro defend An 
Our Crown, had all been ſlaughter'd in the end; For 
And our whole Kingdom made a Land of Slaves As 
To Foreign Soldiers and domeſtick K 8. But 
For ſuch-like Reaſons we, alas, withdrew, Is te 
What for our Safety better could we do, In a 
When Foes were grown ſo num'rous, and our The 
Friends fo few? And 

Beſides, no longer is a Prince ſecure The 
From pop lar Tumults, than poſſeſt of Pow'r ; Exp 
And who, when threaten'd, raſhly would engage © Def 


To ſtand the laut of the publick Rage, 


39 J 
Rather than timely make a ſafe Retreat, 
To ſhun th' EffeQts of ſuch a dang'rous Heat? 
When ſcorch'd *tis Madneſs do withſtand the Fire, 
No Mortal when he's burnt would creep the nigh'r» 
But as the Flames encreaſe ng their reacli efetires 


| N 
But when the Danger did at firſt appear, 

You'd ſtill been ſafe, had you been more feyere } 

Your Juſtice was, alas, too long delay'd, 

And too much Lenity yourſelf betray'd, 

When you'd firft notice of your Rival's Aim, 

And ſaw your Kingdom in a FaQious Flame, 

You ſhould have then been active, and have blown 

Up all around, to've ſav'd your Royal Throne, 

Remov'd thoſe Snakes you'd reaſon to diſtruſt, 

Who'd long before been treach*rous and unjuſt, 

Paniſh*d the Leaders of the FaCtious Rout, 

And been ſecure of all you'd cauſe to doubt : 

For when a Gangrene ſhall endanger Life, 

A skilful Surgeon never ſpares his Knife, 

But wiſely knows, that to be ſafe and ſure, 

Is to prevent what's difficult to cure. 

In all Contagions that are apt to ſpread, 

The Limbs ſhould ſuffer to preſerve the Head ; 

And where the Fever's hard to be ſuppreſt, 

The ſharpeſt Means prove commonly the beſt. 

Experience teaches, in a Caſe like ours, 


Deſp'rate Diſcaſes ſhould have deſp'rate Cures, 
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| Prince, 

But what Phyſician can, with all his Art, 
Curea whole Kingdom, when it's ſick at Heart, 
Poy ſon'd b*unskilful Quacks, whoſe conſtant Courſe 
Is ſtill to make a bad Diſtemper worſe, 

Till their vile Noftrums, wrongfully apply'd, 
Raiſe the Diſcaſe, or make the Wound more wide. 
Thus, thro' Deſign of Gain, or want of Skill, 
With hurtful Med'cines they inflame the III, 

Till too Rebellious grown for humane Art to heal. 

This was our Kingdom's Caſe, before we loft. 

That ſov'reign Pow'r we could fo lately boaſt - 
Ambitious Spirits thro' Revenge or Pride, 

With poys nous Draughts the thirſty Crowd ſupply'd, 
Tnflam'd their Heads with what the Fools receiy'd, 
That Lying Knaves might be the more believ'd. 
And when with falſe Reports they'd ply'd their Ears, 
Fill'd them with groundleſs Jealouſies and Fears, 
To make us odious and the People mad, 

They render'd all our Good Intentions. bad, 

Chang'd our beſt Fayours into ill Defign, 

Committed Faults themſelves and made 'em mine, 
| Rais'd jealous Factions, then provok'd the ſame, 
That they on us might falſly charge the Blame, 
Fomented Feuds and did Seditions ſow, 

And caus'd each little Breach. wider to grow; 

Hid every Danger from our watchful Eyes, 

And ply'd us with deſtraRive Flatteries, 2 
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Till the loud Clamours of the Crowd reveal'd 
Thoſe ſecret Ills that had been long conceal'd ; Tos 


The unforeſeen Alarm our Soul ſurpris'd, 


Well we deſiga'd, but ſtill were ill advis'd ; 
The nnſauſpeted Snakes we long had warm'd 
With Royal Favour kept us ſtill unarm'd, 
And made the Danger by Deceit appear 

Too ſmall to raiſe ſo great a Monarch's Fear; 
In theſe we truſted to ſecure our Throne, 


And heal thoſe Breaches which ſo wide were grown; 


But they, Quack-like, our Confidence abus'd, 
And poys'nous Corroſives for Balſams us'd; 
Inflam'd the Wounds till Fevers did enſue, 

And all the injur'd Land delirious grew, 

Thus were our People and ourſelves deeeiv'd 

By thoſe in whom we truſted and beliey'd, 

Till the Grand Project, they had deeply laid, 

Was ri pe, and fit for Execution made; 

Then, to our great Surpriſe, the Seene they drew, 


And did at once the frightful Danger ſhew ; 


Gave us the diſmal Proſpe& when too late » * 


To ſave our Throne and diſappoint our Fate, 
Whilſt thole beneath our Royal Bounty bred, 
Forſook us firſt, and to our Rival fled; 

By their Example ſhew'd the reſt the Way, 
How to be ſafe, and yet to diſobey. I. 
But why ſhould we think hard to be betray'd ? 
The King of Kings a faithleſs Fudas had, 

The Wicked always at the Righteous ſpurn, 
And neyer want a Villaia for their turn, 
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Thus from our Preſenee all the Court withdrew, 
Except a kind, but inſufficient few, | 
Too weak, alas, nnable to poſtpone 

Our ſpeedy Ruine, and to guard our Throne : 
The vile Corruption thro* our Army fled, 
Thoſe that went off difhearten'd thoſe that ſtaid. 
Therefore had we the Cauſe in Battle try'd, 
The Vict'ry muſt have crown'd the Rebels (ide, 
And then our Riyal would, by force of Arms, 
Have claim'd our Crown on leſs ignoble Terms, 
Which, without Conqueſt, he was glad to take, * 
On ſuch Conditions as the Crowd would make - 


| 


For he that on a FaQious Tribe depends, 
Maſt baſely ſtoop to gain his baſer Ends. 


They only mean to uſe him as their Tool, | 
He wears the Crown, but they uſurp the Rule, 


A lawful Prince would rather loſe his own, - 
Than change his Regal to a ſervile Throne. 


Weenvy not his Pomp, poor wretched Thing, 
That reigns below the Dignity of King. 

E'en let him hug the Prize, till by degrees, 

He finds he's curs'd, whilſt we enjoy our Eaſe. 

A Crown, at beſt, is but a careful Weight, 

That frets and gauls the Temples of the Great; 
But when unjuſtly gain'd Experience, ſhows, 

It ftill more pond'rous and vexatious grows; 

And tho? receiv'd in Pomp, and hug'd with Joy, 
It grinds the Head that wears the glitt ring Toy. 


[4] 


Princeſss:5 © font; 

As angry Sportſmen, when they've loſt their Game, 
The Stag or Hare for ſorry Meat condemn, 
Change their Opinion as they find the Chaſe 
Unlucky, or attended with Succels, 
So you, my Liege, in Solitude, deſpiſe 
The Royal Gem, becauſe you've loft the Prize; 
Power, the Glory of a Prince, diſdain, - + 
And think it now an anxious Life to Reign, 
But whilſt in Safety you enjoy d your Throne, 
And held the Regal Scepter as your own, 
Flatter'd by all, and reyerenc'd like a God, 
Whilſt leſſer Pow'rs obey d each awful Nod. 
What Motives could have made you then reſign | _ 
What now with ſo mach Tameneſs you decline.?. 
As if your Prieſts had your Great Soul betray'd, 
And of a King a penfive Anch'rite made, 
Or that your Brave, Heroick, Princely Mind, + | 


That ſhew'd 'twas once forSoy'reign Pow'r deſign'd, 
Had taken flight and left the worthleſsClay behind. 
What ſtrange ignoble Patience has poſſeſt, | 
Or pious Whiſpers charm'd your Royal Breaſt, 

That you can fit at caſe, and calmly bear 

Wrongs ſo provoking, with ſo little Care; 

As if you found more Pleaſure and Content 

In penſive Joys, than Regale Government. 

KRovſe up your Soul from its Lethargick Sleep, 
Revenge the Loſs of what we-could not keep; 
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For tis, alas, beneath a valiant Breaſt, 

To ſuffer tamely when by Fraud oppreſt. 

The meaneſt Slave, diveſted of his Right, 
Will ſhew his Teeth, tho* he wants Pow'r to bite, 
What injur'd Monarch, therefore, would outlive 
Revenge, a ſuff ring King's Prerogative. 


| Prince. 
But kind Experience has convinc'd our Breaſt, 
The only State we dreaded proves the beſt; 
We have had leiſure to reform our Mind 
From thoſe Miſtakes which long have kept us blind: 


The dazling Pomp and Grandeur of a Throne, 


And noiſy Hurry that attends thereon, 
Are but vain Shadows which the Great deviſe 
To cheat themſelves and pleaſure others Eyes, 


Meer gaudy outſide Colours that delight 


The Fool, and reach no farther than the sight; 3 

Dull empty Gewgaws that delude the Soul 

From Joys that prove more permanent and full, 
What were we better for the Crouds Huzxas, 

For rev'rend Bows and mercenary Praiſe ? 

For the baſe Flatt'ries of deceitful Knaves, 

And the falſe Homage of ingrateful Slayes ? 


For Guards who only did for Bread obey, 


And would have ſoon rebell'd for better Pay ? 


By Loſs of Empire we have learn'd to know, 


There's nothing more in theſe than outward ſhow, 


External Glory, which the Wiſe deride, 


That Pleaſure's not our Vertue, but our Pride, 


[45] 
The poor Reward of Kings, ſo ſeldom bleſt 
With real Comforts or unbroken Reſt. 
But now, ſince Heav'n has eas'd us of our Cares, 

And freed us from the Toil of State Aﬀaiss, 

We've leiſure to enjoy our ſweet Content, 

Safe from the Stings and Play gues of Government : : 

Let's therefore now be careful to improve 

Our Wiſdom, Vertue, Piety and Love; 

Learn to be Good, in that we ſhall be . | 

Without the Weight of Crowns or Toils of State ; 

Forgive our Foes, and that“ 8 a mightier thing, 

Than to poſſeſs a Throne; and live a King ; 

Forget our Sceptres, and deſpiſe the Frauds 

Of thoſe that worſhip Princes as their Gods. 

Defy the treach'rous Smiles or haughty Frowns 

Of venerable Caps, or rev*'rend-Gowns ; 


Implore good Heav'n to grant em all a Sence 

Of our hard Suff "rings and their own Offence. 

Thus let us live, as Life itſelf decays, x 
And give to him.that governs Kings our Praiſe, 
Who, without Empire, ſtill can bleſs our Days. 


Princeſs. 

'Tis-good Advice, but difficult to take, 
Who can forgive, and on a Throne look back ? 
Or think of Foes fo treacherous as ours, 
Without Revenge proportion'd to our Pow'rs ? 1 
However, fince I find your Godlike Mind F 
Only to Peace and Piety inclin'd, 1 
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My Breaſt from, Female Paſſions will I ſree, 
Your Vertues hall my great Example be. 
Whzt Wife, that knows her Duty, would controul 
The bleſt Reſol ves of ſo Divine a Soul ? 

But learn of ſuch bright Excellence to live 
Unmov'd by Fate, to ſuffer and forgive, 
Diſarm her Breaſt of i its revengeful Sting, Y 
And follow him, too Juft to be a King. 
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Moral REFLEx1ONS on the foregoing 
| | . Dialogue,, 


TE“, only brave that can ſuftain 
Ill Fortune with a Gen'rous Mind; 
Coward are bold upon the Main, 


Whilſt wafted with a proſp rous Wind. 


But be's the Pilot that can freer © | 
His rowling Bark thro' raging Seas, 

And work ber ſafely, void of Fear, 
Thro' Tempeſts, to the Port of Peace. 


Thoſe who alone their Brav' ry owe 
To outward Grandeur and Succeſs, 

If by Misfortunes once brought low, 
Prove. always deſpicably baſe, 


= 


— 2 


F ele Gee I 


S = e $5 — rer 2 © 
1 " as. Mb "7 . 4 = £, ws 3 ry S — 3 See 
8 8.5 3 ne N 1 nenn 
5 . 1 — — * — 
- WP 6k Ne „ r Fin. = ' , l _ * g . ö 
8 K n wy 4 et — a nN 
1 * e * . ” 1 4 LL N. to . k 
* 3 4 —— 7 * 
2 * +4 0 < a2 * , * * 40 Fir, 8 4. 14 % 
Emer | : — ; norte t IS: ute Janes] 


: - 6 N * p Y 
oy thy 4 950 FF 1 A. 2 " ** 64 * . f 
F N * „ CT 3 . 99 ; 
Fan * Win 3 * & . 4% 12 5 ” * 
ee! * 4 53 ' 3, x . N bag v4 4. VA ; ; ; ö * u. 4 , . 
* 4 1 * - 
* 
* 


9 * — 
1 1 © 4 Rey RG 2 * f f 
* l * hed 4 , "of +34 | 4 $4.44 4 — 
- . : - = ? . . . 
4 * *.. "I = | ” — * 1 A " : 
| "© i 2 A rr 1 ENTITY „ 793 * 457 1711 4944 . , Py 


2 . 
6: 31 by "2 ; v» 4 — ann — oe 233 — , — 
* * if de * g . antd * ws _ £ *- — — * 1 OY 2 Er. x 44 of » * — 
4 . 13 1 2 „ , tbo . 2 20 Ie bo > we o 
* A 9 e - 
N * * * of . . + 344 $1 7 * X 


* N rn 


. 2 TS" 


OY 4 PR 
Hiker . IT. e434 ene —— 3 * 1 
Ws — c k — 58 „ „ 


"Ih - g - . . 
Te % _ 1 7 1 5 a — . 1 FE 1% <6 22 
, # TY” [ : 2 4 "i" 
* 


j 


in 


| : 2% 117 e K 1 . ** Na bi * : 
ou 1 f 40 iz > — A. * »+ 3 WS » "4 4 . — 
. A 55 4 eee * 


1 
= . 
= . 3 
W Nee 0 14 f 
* : N . : {iy 44444449 
* "4 nn — . 
4s 4 * , * , 1 | 4 $277 o 1 P 


2 ths 7 2 g F k i 
ine * 4 : n 4 Wf? "ISS . 
x 2 — — „ 
- $ 1 "of £ 5 . oy <—_ a, * bl * 
| E R f erg 
* } W 3 894 * — »& — 2 
5 10 n * 2 - . ” 
F * 2 * 7 7 7 7 
2727 2, Cs 3 / 
x 22 * 1 , , _ vw — 8 
EU #. + wt i n * 
$a 4 * * — 5 
— 6 % 
* 


” 98. 2 . — 2 * 
ww 1327 1 en - 85 ha le 
p 2 — 4 who —— — — 1 


4. * 4 
= þ 4 
* 1 75 A 
* #4 : 4 h - - $ v 
. 
3 9 
„ „ 4 LR 
4 1 f * * 
* 7 * # g w_ 2 
. 
4 - * 
» — . 
MAIS Ny 
- 
4 £ > , * — 5 
= 
= # 208 1 % *. * 
* a * 1 3 ** 9 3 
* ” * - 
1 1 * = % ws 5 = © 4 - os * ws y 
e * > * — 5 16 $ 4% * * # 
1 - & 
»- * id - — 4 + ? 
- # * * 
* „ * ” * * i F 
*. * 
- 
0 * 
* . 
o Foy . 
4 
* 
Y * 
4 o 


2 


— — 


= - 


. 
* 
. 
. 
— 
- 


a . 
R Fl 
| ; ” 
: * : — 
— _ — 2 3% : 
1 1 A — Wr 2 3 : N * 
— 2 ' rr n HURTS way he ” * a” 
* * 
” 2 — 
2 — - —— * "2 : 
- — - = 4 
— — — CLOOORIY 8 8 - — _ — 
— — — 8 ä — 
K LID : . > 2 
— O 


q 1 LS d — 


—— AO om oo 


„ 4* 


L 47 J 


Thoſe, bo are truly Brave, retain 

Tbeir Courage unter adverſe Fate, p 1452 | 

When happy, never proudly wal!" od 4 N 
Or fawning in @ wretched State. 20 
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But do in all Conditions feeer 
Undaunted, with a comely Grace . 

In Power never too ſevere, : 
Or much dejected in Diſtreſs. | + 


He's left that fears mp fatal Hour, 
Nor pines at any croſs Event, © 

Who knows 'tis neither Wealth or Pow'r, 
But Wiſdom that ingrafts Conteut. 


DIALOGUE V. 


"FI a melancholy fanciful Gentle- 
man and his merry bantering . N. | 


Husband. 
'M very ill, my Dear, I find _. 
I'm, Bladder-like, blown up with Wind ; 
See bw I'm ſwell'd from Head to Foot, 7 
As big as a Canary Butt: | 
Prithee, my Dear, obſerve my Noſe, 
How wonderfully large it grows ; 
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[448.] « 
What a huge Monſter of a Head 
Is my poor crazy Noddle made, 4 
And feels as if, from Fleſh and Bone, 
*T was newly chang'd to Wood or Stone. 
Pray, my Dear, ſend for ſome Phyſician, 
I find I'm in a ſtrange Condition, 

"Tis true, you're greatly ſwell'd of late, 
But yet, I hope, twill ſoon abate, 
Unleſs ſome Spider has undone ye, 


By piſſing in your Sleep; upon ye, 


Or elſe crept ſlily down your Throat, 
When you were faſt and did not know't ; 
Such Accidents ſometimes, in ſpight 


Of Care, may, happen in the Night : 


But ſhould it prove ſo, I am ſure 


My Cordial will effect the Cure, 


Here take a luſty Dram, my Dear, 
Tis a rare Antidote, I'll ſwear ; 

One Glaſs will carry off the Wind, 
And raiſe a ſtinking Storm behind} 
Reduce you, from a monſtrous Stature, 
To a brisk, lively, mod'rate Creature; 
Bring down your Noſe, ſo big about, 
To be a pretty midling Snout ; 


And make your Head no bigger ſhow, 


Then *twas an Heur or two ago. 


Hushand. 


d. 
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| Husband, 

Then hand it quickly to my Mouth, 
That it may ſtop my ſpeedy Growth; 
For at this rate I am afraid, 

My Doors muſt all be wider made, 

And to my great Expence and Charge, 
My Beds and Chairs he made more large; 
For I'm already grown a Beaſt, 

A meer ſquab Elephant at leaſt, 

A huge fat Monfter of a Man, 

With Head like any Sarazen. 


Drink this, my Dear, 'twill mend the Matter, 
And ferch down your gygantick Stature ; 
This ſingle Doſe, I dare maintain, 

Will bring you into Shape again ; 
When T've been ſwell'd with Wind, for want 
Of Vent, as big as Fohn of Gaunt, 
That I was larger J may ſwear, 
Than well-fed Ox or Flanders- Mare, 
I'd take bat one refreſhing Coag, 
Of this Balſamick Chimagog, 
And in a quarter of an Hour 
'Twould expel Wind with fo much Pow'r, 
That ev'ry Puff at Mouth or Tail, 
Would blow round any Windmil-ſail, 
And each Eruption roar as loud 
As Clap of Thunder from a Cloud : 
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Some Evil Spirit ſure poſſeſt me, 
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Thus would it carry off the Wind, 
Not only upwards, but behind, 

Till I became again by Tipling 

This Cordial, ſuch a ſlender Stripling, 
That many fancy'd, by my Stature, 

I only fed on Bread and Water, 

To be a Piſsle-waſted Creature, 


Husband, 
T've drank it off, and hope that J 
May find like Benefit thereby; 


It warms my Stomach, and revives 
My Heart; O! thou'rt the beſt of Wives. 
Mcethiaks a Hurricane I feel 


Blow thro' my Veins from Head to Heel, 
And Whirlwinds in my Bowels pent, 

Are ſtriving both ways for a Vent. 

Stand off, beware the Blaſt, my Dear, 

I find a mighty Storm is near, 

That will in Belch or Fizzle fly, 
Upwards or downwards by and by. 

O! how it rowls within like Thunder, 
As if 'twould rend my Guts aſunder. 


Row, dow, *tis gone, hold faſt, my Dear, 


What a lond dreadful Blaſt was there! 
I greatly fear'd it might have blown 
The Houſe, or Stack of Chimnays down, 
And by his helliſh Pow'r oppreſt me ; 
It muſt be ſo, for do but mind 

The Brimſtone Scent 't has left behind, 
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O! how much eaſier I am grown, 
Now this tormenting Fury's flown ; 
Tam much better, that I am, 

Wife, prithee give me t'other Dram, 
Thou beſt of all the Female Race, 
Fill't up, I'll venture other Glaſs, 
Who knows but this Infernal Fiend, 
That fled in ſuch a boiſt'rous Wind, 
Has left ſome evil Dregs behind. 


Wife. 

I know one Doſe has work'd the Cure, 
Tis good, however, to be ſure : 
I find your Swelling's much abated, 
You've now no mighty Noſe or Great-bead, 
Bat from a Monſter art become 
Almoſt as little as Tom Thumb ; 
Your Mill-Poſt Legs, to me be Thanks, 
Are now reduc'd to Spindle-ſhanks; 
And your huge Belly, that was blown 
To twice the bigneſs of a Tun, 
In this ſhort time appears to be 
Not above Firkin-ſize to me: 
I'm certain you yourſelf muſt find' 
Your bulky Greatneſs much declin'd, 
And that you're growing downwards now, 
Like Tail of Heifer or of Cow. 2 
However, to compleat the Cure, 
I'll venture you with one Dram more, 
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And that I'm certain, will relieve yon, 


| Husband. 
Thank you, good Wife, I muſt allow, 
T'd been a Monſter but for you, 
Fit only to've been ſhown at Fairs, 
Among Wolves, Elephants and Bears ; 
5 Or to have ſtood againſt the Wall, | 
hi | Twixt Gog and Magog in Guild-hall. 
4 But thank you, Dear, this t'other Glaſs 
Has made my Swelling fall apace: 
kN But ſhould I waſte all Night as faft, 
| 19 As J have done this half Hour paſt, 
Tt I fear by th' Morning 'twould reduce 
My manly Stature to a Mouſe, 
And that's as bad as tis to be 
A huge gygantick Prodigy. 
Methinks 'tis better to be fear'd, 
With a large Head and mighty Beard, 
— Be gaz'd at and admir'd by all, 
For being monſtrous big and tall, 
Than be deſpis'd for being ſmall. 
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6 Wife. 
I find it difficult to pleaſe ye, 
You're neither full or faſting eaſy ; 
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But like my Grannum's uſeleſs Kettle, 
Either too big or elſe too little; 


Aud carr? off all the Dregs that grieve you. 
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However, I, that had a Knack 

To bring ſo huge a Monſter back, 
From b'ing the Wonder of our Eyes, 
To be a Man of a dapper ſize, 

Will find ont ſome effectual Doſe, 

To ſtop your dwindling to a Moule, 
'Twould be a Scandal to myſelf 

To have you run from Shelf to Shelf, 
Or live i'th' corner of my Cupboard, 
I'd rather you ſhould be a Lubbard, 
A huge unwieldy Fellow, fir 

For nothing but to lie or ſit. 

I ſhould abhor to have a Spouſe 


Run ſqueaking up and down the Houfſe, 


A Pigmy, leſſer than a Rat, 

That would not dare to face a Cat, 
But, if Puſs Evans ſhould appear, 
©Skulk into Holes I know not where. 
No, no, I have a new Invention, 
To ſtop ſo ſcurvy a Declenſion, 

V Il twenty pretty ways deviſe, 

To keep you up to humane Size, 
Before I'll let you backwards grow, 
To ſuch a Pigmy Bedfellow ; 

I like a comely midling Spouſe, 
8etween a Monſter and a Mouſe, 

And you ſhall find that ſuch a one 
III make of you, before I've done. 
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Hutband. 

Thank you, good Wife, but fee how faft 
Each withering Limb begins to waſte, 
My very Hands are fall'n away, 

How will you ſtop this ſwift Decay ; 
My Arms are dwindl'd into Straws, 
My Fingers into Sparrows Claws ; 
Into Sheep-ſhanks my Legs are -grown, 
Alas, I ſcarce can ftand alone; 

My Belly's gone I know not whither, 
My Body's but a Kex or Feather. 

O! help me now, my Dear, I pray do, 
For I'm quite waſted to a Shadow, 

A perfect Ghoſt, enough to fright 

All that ſhould meet me in the Night + 
Jam meer Air: keep cloſe, I pray, 
The Door, or |: ſhall fly away; 

I'm turning to an empty Nothing, 
That has no Subſtance but my Cloathing ; 
Therefore, my Dear, I pray be ſpeedy 
In your Aſſiſtance, now I need ye, 

Or I'm afraid I ſoon ſhall be 
Changed to a ſtrange Non-entity, 

And wanting your kind Application, 
By waſting, ſuffer Annih” lation, 


i | Wife. 
Conſid'ring how profuſely great 
Your monſtrous Body was of late, 


How 
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How broad your Platter-Face was grown, 
And what a Noſe you had thereon, 
I eannot but confeſs and ſay, 
I think you're ſtrangely falbn away; 
co an Ox-Bladder ty'd and blown, 
Till to the full Extent *tis grown, 
Looks plump till we difcharge the Wind, 
And then the skinny Bag we find 
To nothing ſhrinks that's left behind. 
However, don't deſpair of Cure, 
My Phy ſick's ſpeedy, ſafe and ſure ; 
By downright Kitchen Application, 
III ſtop your further Declination ; 
I've ſomething o'er the Fire below, 
Will plump you up and make-you grow 
As fat, as lively, brisk and gay 
As you have been this many-a- day: 
Be patient, it ſhall ſoon be here, 
Pll ſtep and fetch it up, my Dear, a 
"Twill prove at once both Food and Phyſick, 
And will cure any Man that is ſick. 


Hus band. 
Thank you 2 thouſand times, my Dear, 


Thou beſt of all the gentle Fair, 
When I am in this ſad Condition, 


Thou always art my beſt Phyſician, 
Alas! How wretched would my Life 
Prove, without ſuch a tender Wife ? 
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Tho' tis behind her Back I ſay't, 
No Man has ſure ſo kind a Mate, 


A Friend, a DoQ'reſs and a Creature 
That's full of nothing but Good- nature. 
But, bleſs me ! how I'm drip'd away, 


Like Ice upon a Sun-ſhine Day. 
Methinks I cannot ſee or feel 


An Ounce of Fleſh from Head to Heel. 
How lean, how meagre, and how thin 
Are my ſharp Noſe, my Jaws, my Chin, 


As if I was become my own 
Memento, e're my Life was flown ! 


What Legs, what Thighs, what Arms are here, 


Nothing but Skin and Bone appear! 


I'm only fit to be lock'd up 


In a Glaſs Caſe in Snrgeon's Shop, 
There to be: mus'd upon and ſeen, 


By ev'ry Patient that comes in. 
Come, prithee, Death, and end my Days — 

What a long while this Woman ſtays ! 

But the fick Spouſe ſhould be poſſeſt 


O'th' Patience of a Fob at leaſt ; 


For the Wife thinks the feeble Drone 


But a ſad Burthen till he's gone, 

O ! here ſhe comes at laſt, I find. 
My Jewel, thou'rt extreamly kind? 
But I am almoſt ſpent, I fear 


I'm paſt Recoy'ry now, my Dear. 
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Wiſe. „ | 
Here's that, my Love, will ſtrengthen Nature, 
And make you quite another Creature; 
Fall to and eat this fat young Capon, 
Well boil'd, with butter'd Sprouts and Bacon, 
"Tis th' only thing a learn'd Phyſician 
Preſcribes to thoſe in your Condition:? 
'Twill plump your Veins and make you groug 
In Fleſh, whether you will or no, 
Exalt your Spirits and relieve you, 
In ſpite of all the Ills that grieve you. 
How white it looks, how fine it cuts, 
See how the laſhious Gravy' ſpouts ; 
Here take this lovely Wing and Liver, 
There's Greens, and here's a charming Slivers 
Of Hampſhire Bacon, fat and lean, 
So finely ſtreak d, ſo red within, 
That *tis ſufficient to invite 
The niceſt ſickly Appetite, 
To eat a Pound of 't at a Meal, 
Altho' the Patient's ne'er ſo ill. 
Well done, my Dear, I'm glad to ſee 
A ſick Man feed ſo heartily ;. 
It is a Sign of ſpeedy Health, 
As Av'rice ſeems to promiſe- Wealth: 
And ftill the more you. eat and faſter, 
The ſooner your Diſeaſe you'll maſters 


D 55 


r 
2 = 


2 
Vi. — 


—— 
22 


o — 


0 L * < 8 a 
— * a 
8 _— 2 — eames 
« I 1 - 8 AC — 2 — — * 4 =Y — 
— 4 8 e 5 — —— I . —— us = — OO». — "a - - 
. — ns OS Ws - 2 — 222 — — — * — — — 
r r 9 — ICRP wr a BW I = . . 1 — . W = 
— — re — FE ee - . «2 8 r N 1 = 
8 1 —_—_ E — 4 q N "Þ wa SACS. 7 = * 
4 : 


oo I'S ho rr 2 
9 —— n ache — 
* = 1 — — * " 5 
* 2. : — 2 — A mw OY * 8 N - 
FFPFTFFEFNFmm 0 A <tr e Fu” roma ent ls 4 eres N - a A, PPP 


= _— 5 2 < 
— 
CCC ² ü IRE e677 rt LT 
- — _ — < — — — — 
2 


£58] 


| ® Huthand. 
| Tndeeed, my Dear, 'tis very good, 
This ſerves for Phyſick and for Food, 
Does not alone the Palate pleaſe, 
But fights and conquers the Diſeaſe, 
And gives you preſent Demonſtration, 
*Tis double in its Operation. 
I find already I'm much better, 
Each Mouthful makes me grow the fatter. 
Ah ! Wife, thou art my only Bleſſing, 
A Comfort far beyond expreſſing; 
Thy Kitchen-Phyſick much exceeds 
The Juice of naſty Drugs and Weeds, 
For ev'ry Bit that now I ſwallow, 
Makes me more fleſhy and leſs hollow. 
See how my Legs and Arms begin 


_ To plump, that were before ſo lean ! 


And how my Face, that was no more 
Than a Deaths-Head but juſt before, 
Is now with Subſtance cover'd o'er. 


Wifes. 

Here's a fine Leg, pray do but view it, 
Take t' other Slice of Hampſbire to it; 
One Spoonful more of Greens, my Dear, 
Eat freely, Love, and never fear, 

I'd have you pick it while it's warm, 
I neter adyiſe you to your harm, 
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I know you like a Bit by th” by, 
That's hot and hot, as well as I. 


 Huitband. 
I vow, my Dear, what you have put en 
My Plate's enough to ſerve a Glutton. 
J fear that 1 ſhall thrive with eating 
At this rate, faſter than *tis fitting, 
And grow, by dint of Food, once more, 
As big a Monſter as. before. | 


Wife. 
Ne'er fear it, Love, but fill thy Belly, 
And when you've eat enough II tell ye, 
Tre a ſmall Doſe to give you a'ter, 
That'll engage, ſhall ſtint your Stature: 
Il top the Swelling of your Waſte, 
And ey'ry Part that grows too faſt, 
Your thriving Noſe ſhall prove no more 
Too monſtrous far your Parlor-door, 
I've Dazy-Roots,: firſt bruis'd and boil'd, 
And Cordials from the ſame diſtill'd, 
Which, if adminiſter'd in Seaſon, 
Will ſtop your growing out of reaſon, 
That no fine Beau, that cups and ſweats, 
And thrice a Week at Gaming frets, 
Shall to the charming Ladies ſhew 
A finer Shape, my Dear, than you. 
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Hutband. 
And have you ſuch a wond'rous Art, 


Thou only Comfort of my Heart, 


Then I'll eat t'other Wing, I'll ſwear, 
And Leg too, if you pleaſe, my Dear; 
For by my pidling and my picking 
This lovely Fowl, this tender Chicken, 
I find in Belly, Limbs, and Face, 

I gather Fleſh and Strength apace, 


Wife. 

Eat Legs and Wings, and pick the Body, 
I'm certain *twill not incommode ye, 
Boil'd Fowls a Diſh I never care for, 
Altho' I know not why or wherefore:. 
Beſides, I'm well, and you are ſick, 
Therefore do you the Carcaſs pick, 

I like the Sprouts and Bacon beſt, 
III ſap on that, take you the reſt. 

But now, my Dear, tis time, I think, 
Amidſt your eating, you ſhould drink, 
Here take a Glaſs of Red, tis good 
To waſh dowa and digeſt your Food : 
Or elſe your Stomach being weak, 

Your Meat, perhaps, may make you ſick, 
For want of Liquor that is proper 


To drive down ſuch a hearty Supper, 


Tay 


Husband. 

Thank you, my Dear, for all your Care: 
Your Health, tis very good I'll ſwear ;, 
It warms my Stomach, and I find 
By this ſame Belch, it brings up Wind, | 
And has already made me fit 
To venture on another Bit, 

Well, Wife, thou'rt qualify'd to be 
Do@'reſs t* a Prince, as well as me. 

Thy Phyſick may be eas'ly taken, 

What Pills can equal Fowl and Bacon? 

Or what Phyſician's Cordial ſave me, 

When ſick, like what you juſt now gave me? 
] vow, my Dear, I muſt defire 

The other Glaſs, bat fill it high'r; 

For, I proteſt, you cannot think, 

How much I mend, each Cup I drink. 


Wife. 

I would not have you be too buſy, 
For fear its Fumes ſhould make you dizzy 2 
You that within this Hour were drawn: 
To a poor thin-jaw'd Skeleton, 
Whoſe Bones were worn ſo very bare, 
Your Ribs, like Rack=ſtayes did appear, 
And your Head only fit to grace 
A Church. yard-gate, or ſuch- like Place x: 
Or to ſtand grinning on a Glaſs, 

That tells us how our Minutes paſs, 
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I ſay, altho' you look much better, 

And are become a Span- new Creature; 
vet, in regard you've lately heen 

So ſick, ſo ghaſtly and ſo lean, 

Be careful after ſo much eating, 

You drink no more than what is fit ting, 
Left your Conſumption, by your tipling, 


Should once more waſte you to a Stripling. 


| Husband, 
T thank you for your Care and Caution, 


I know 'tis for my Health's Promotion; 


Yet one kind Bumper would impart 
New Life and Comfort up my Heart, 
Make me as brisk, Idare to ſay, 

As Roger on his Wedding-Day. 

But I ſhall faint, my Dear, I vow, 
Unleſs you give it me juſt now. 
You ſee, alas, I droop apace, 

Only for want of Yother Glaſs. 

O! Dear, I ficker grow and ſicker, 


Good Food, I find, requires good Liquor. 
Nay, fill it higher, for my Heart 


Is ſick enough to drink a Quart. 


mit.. 
Here, take a Bumper, for I doubt 


You will relapſe indeed without. 


I hope your Conſcience will allow 


| You've had a doſe ſufficient now. 


Pl 


Bel 


{0 When once the Groaning Bout is o'er, 
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II ſwear, conſidering how ill 
You've been, you've a rare ſwallow ſtill. 
Believe me, Honey, fince you ficken'd, 


Your Brain, I find, is not much weaken'd, 
You've a rare Conſtitution really, 


You drink your Liquor off as freely 
As if you were not marr'd but mended 
By all the Sickneſs you pretended, 

So breeding Women, who complain 


Of qualmiſh Sickneſs, and of Pain, 


Are better than they were before. 


Hushand, 

Ah! Wife, I'm now a new- born Creature;. 
This Glaſs has made me ten times better, 
I'm warm and well, upon my Word, 
As brisk and lively as a Bird: 
Had I but Pinions, I could fly ; 
I'm now, methinks, all Life and Joy 
Fm grown as ſtrong as any Sampſon, 
And plump and juicy as a Damſon ; 
This Night, I'm certain, I ſhall prove, 
When we're abed, all over Love: 
PI iwear Im ſtrenuous, luſty, ſtrong, 
Brisk, boyiſh, amorous and young, 
And were we now between the Sheets, 
I could, methinks do wond'rous Feats, 
Inc'er was better in my Life, 
This 'tis to have ſo kind a Wife; 
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F owe it all to thee, my Joy, 
But F'll reward thee by and by, 


| Wife. 

It is enough for me to hear 
You're grown ſo very brisk, my Dear; 
I'm glad I've lengthen'd out your Span, 
And made you ſuch a vig'rous Man: 
I hope there's no ill Relidts in you, 
But that your Health may long continue, 
However, ſince your Heart's ſo light, 
And you are in ſo good a plight, 
Take t*other Glaſs of Cordial Red, 
To crown your Supper, ſo to Bed; 
For tho? my Phyfick's ſafe and ſure, 
Tis Reft that muſt confirm the Cure ; 
For all Diſtempers of the Brain, 
For want of Reſt, return again, 


Husband. 

Dear Wife, this Cordial Red of yours 
Is worth a thouſand other Cures ; 
It is ſo ſprightly and ſo charming, 
So comfortable and ſo warming, 
That I could drink, at leaſt, a Quart, 
I'm ſure, and do my ſelf no hurt: 
Other Phyſicians Drams are loathſome, 
But thine, my Jewel, are ſo toothſome, 
And trickle down one's Throat ſo purely, 
That I could drink thy Doſes hourly. 
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The DoQtor's Cordial he compounds 

Of ſtinking Herbs and Barrel-Grounds, 
Made ſweet by Syrups and Moloſſos, 
Boil'd up by Galen's Virtnoſo's ; 

Bat the kind Cordial thou haſt given, 
Drinks like the very Dew of Heaven. 

It runs through ev'ry Vein, I feel, 

And tickles me from Head to Heel 

Gives warmth and pleaſure to my Brain, 
And makes me ſomething more than Man. 
Ah! Wife, when we're in Bed you'll find, 
This Red will make me wond*rous kind. 
I'm grown a perfect Boy again, 

I've Youth, I find, in ev'ry Vein, 

And ſhall, my Dear, this Night repay 
All your paſt Kindneſs of the Day. 


Wife. 

You promiſe largely, but J fear 
"Tis only in your Head, my Dear, 
I wiſh T could your Veins inſpire, 
With as much Youth as you deſire, 
And that you were as luſty grown, 
And Am'rous as at Twenty-one, 

4 I queſtion not but it would be 

7 The better both for you and me ; 
Ira glad you're ſuch an alter'd Man, 
l hope to find you ſo, anon, 

3 And that theſe wicked Hags that ride you 
g = oft, will now no more beſtride you, 
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But, prithee Dear, now you're ſo ſtrong, 

'So brisk, ſo airy, and ſoyoung, 

Let's go to Bed, whilſt you're ſo hearty, 

And thus reduc'd to under thirty, 

For fear ſome Fantome ſhould ariſe, 

And diſappoint our promis'd Joys ; 

For many things are apt to ſlip 

Between the Goblet and the Lip. 

Come, give's your Hand, now nothing ails you, 

Let's go before your Courage fails you. 

Don't talk ſo much, but do what's fitting, 
The Proof o'th' Pudding's in the eating, 


| Husband. 

To Bed, come on, for I'm as free 
And forward as yourſelfcan be -- 

There's not one Part of me, T'll ſwear, 
But-gladly wiſhes I was there; 

To be between the Sheets, I yow, 

Is all I want, I'm ready now, 

And in as kind and good a plight 

For Love, as on my Wedding-night. 

But, prithee, Honey, quench my Thirſt, 

With t'other chearful-Bumper firſt, 
 *Twould make my Nerves ſo ſtrenuous grow, 
That 1 ſhould kiſs like any Beau, 

Twine round thee, like an Eel, all Night, 
And get à Boy before tis Light. 
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Wife. 

My Dear, your talking gives me Proof, 
That you've already had enough; 
Your promis'd Bravery, alas ! 
Proceeds from nothing but the Glaſs, 
The flowing Cup, you took but now, 
Has made you talk I know not how; 
And ſhould you drink once more as full, 
You'd roar like any Parſon's Bull, 
And prove ſo gameſome, that you'd be 
Too vig'rous and too brisk for me. 
However, if you'll walk up Stairs, 
Undreſs, and when you've ſaid your Pray'rs,. 
Jaſt as you ſtep to bed, T'll give you 
Another Bumper to revive you, 
And then, no doubt of*t, but you'll prove: 
A perfect Hercules in Love, 
And do ſuch mighty am'rous Feats, - 
Ne'er done before between the Sheets 


L 


Husband. 

A Match, my Dear, let's go this Minute, 
A And hug and kiſs till this day Sennight, 

A For I can feel I am already | 

A fit Gallant for any Lady; 

And tother Glaſs, upon my Word, 

Will make me ſmuggl'ye like a Lord. 
Remember your Agreement, pray, 

A Bumper after Pray'rs, you ſay, 
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Come, lend's your Hand, and lead me ag, 


Ah! Child, *twill be a glorious Cup, 
"Twill make me ſleep fo purely a'ter, 
That I ſhall need no Poppy-Water. 


Wife. 
Come on, my Dear, I find already, 
The Wine has made you walk unſteady ; 
The Weakneſs of your Hams diſcoyer 
You area truſty ſtrenuous Lover, 


I doubt your tott'ring and your tumbling, 


Preſages only downright Fumbling- 
I'll keep my Word to you, my Dear, 
But you'll be worſe than yours, I fear. 


l A ſide.] 
Liquor will flatter Age, I find, 
And make 'em dream of being kind: 
But when they come to try their Pow'r, 
They only fumble by the Hour; 
And tho' they fancy that they pleaſe us, 
Their cool Attempts are but ro teaze us: 
However, ſhe that's doom'd to wed | 
An old dry Chip, to warm his Bed, 
Or has the rigid Fate to chuſe 
A Fool or Mad-man for her Spouſe, 
When join'd, *tis better to obey, 
And humour Folly or Decay, 
Than rudely thwart them and deſpiſe 
Their unforeſeen Infirmities, 
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Moral REFLExroNns on the foregoing 
Dialogue. 


F Beauty, for the ſake of Wealth, 
Shall with a crazy Dotard join, 
Whenf eeble Age impairs his Health, 
Her Vertwes ſhould the brighter ſhine, 


Since for her Int reſt ſhe comply d 
To wed, ſhe ſhould not prove a Teaze, 
But comfort, like a dutious Bride, 


Her Spouſe, and ſtudy how fo pleaſe. 


Men knotty Age does peeviſh grow, 
The youthful Wife ſbould condeſcend, 
An old tough Crabtree cannot boay, 
But a young Sprig may easy bend. 


Beſides, tis cruel to engage | 
With Silver Hairs, for ſake of Gold, 
And then deſpiſe him for his Age, 
Or /light his Love, becauſe he's old. 


Grave Heads, and weak diftemper'd Brains, 
Are better humour d than withſtood, 

And the young Wife, that takes the Pains 
To pleaſe em muſt be truly Good, 
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But ſhe that does her Spouſe deſpiſe, 


*Cauſe old; and ſlighting proves, or naught, 
Whene'er the aged Cuckold dies, 
He ought to leave ber not a Groat. 


DIALOGUE V. 


Between a Salacious Monarch, and bis | ; 
Barren Conſort, 


Conſort, 


HY, my good Liege, will you debaſe your 
f \ Throne, 

And with ignoble Stains defile your Crown! 
Why tarniſh all the Glories of your! Reign, 
And let your Headſtrong Luſt your Laws prophane ? 1 
Why in ſuch Pomp and Equipage ſupport q 
Such Crowds of Harlots to diſgrace your Court, 
And, in their Grandeur, let your Kingdom ſee, 
How much you value them, how little me?, 
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Monarch, 

Who'd be a Monarch that muſt reign in fear 
His Fav'rites ſhould in publick Pomp appear ? 
Let the Saints grin, and Fadtion roar aloud, 
Kings are above the Scandal of the Croud, 
What if we're am'rous, and to Love inclin'd, 1 
Monarchs ſhould ſuit their Pleaſures to their Mind; 1 
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With Honours load thoſe Beauties they adore, 
And ſanQiify their Vices by their Pow'r: 
Grandeur gives every thing a charming Face, 
We ought to fayour thoſe that we embrace; 
For Wealth and Title do the Kind protect 
From publick Scandal, and command Reſpe&. 
When thoſe are wanting, then the gen'rous Dame, 


When e'er ſhe's known to fin, muſt bluſh far ſhame 


From one ſtale Pleaſure to a new Debauch, 


Whilft her Grace paſſes in her ftately Coach, : 


And brazens Envy, fearleſs of Reproach. 


Conſort, 

But you too many Proſtitutes approye, 
And are too lib*ral of your Royal Love, 
Laviſh your Treaſure to indulge your Sins, 
And ftarve your Friendst* enrich your Concubines, - 
Such that are drawn from Play houſes and Stews, 
Of Mold too baſe for ſuch a Prince's uſe, 
Meer Wantons, who can boaſt but ſlender Charms, 
And thoſe defil'd, long fince, by others Arms: 
Nor are they conſtant now to your Embrace, 
At leaſt ſuſpected to be falſe and baſe : 
Why therefore {ſhould you thus at large impart 
Your Royal Favours, where tu. , no Deſert ? 


Monarch. 
We valne not ſo much the Face or Mein, 


But love thoſe Merits that are moſt unſeen, 
Which ne'er are boaſted by the Female Race, 
But when they're ſearch'd for in the proper place ; 
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| | Nor ever ſhewn but when the Fair exert | 7 Dif 
= Their Love, and then each condeſcending part | Del 
Takes Pains to-prove they*re Women of Deſert, T'e 
Such, Madam, are the Ladies we admire, The 
Who find new joyful Arts to quench Deſire, Wh 
And have a thouſand Charms to Queens unknown, And 


Worthy of his Embrace that rules a Throne : 
What tho' the Mold be coarſe, the Surface mean, 


Poor Earth ſometimes contains rich Mines within, x 
Treaſures unknown, that may reward the Toil Wh 
Of only him that digs the charming Soil ; And 
Beſides, tho' Woman cannot boaſt her Birth, Beea 
Or vainly glory in her Parents worth, Or ſ 
Yet Kings, by Honour, can refine her Blood, And 
And make her Noble, tho' ſhe's ne'er fo ſewd: The 
Tis all a Jeſt, the diff'rence is ſo ſmall N. 
»Twixt City Dames and Ladies at White-hall, heca 
That thro' our whole Experience, we proteſt, The 
We ne'er could tell whoſe Honour is the beſt. And 
4 Our 

Conſort | 7 Thei 

You're now, my Liege, too jocular and free, or d 


Such droll'ry derogates from Majeſty, 
My Birth and Station will not let me hear 
Such Talk, T humbly beg you to forbear ; To fe 
T only crave the freedom to report ; 
What Whiſpers I have heard around your Court, 
Thar your whole Kingdom is inflam'd to ſee 
Their Prince indulg'd in Vice and Luxury; 


Diſturb'd 


bd 


1 Their Dog-ftar Zeal oft over-heats their Brains. | | 
r do we fear their Leaders, who ſupport . 


Fo 0 fathom every bold and baſe Deſign : 


C3” 
Diſtarb'd to find your Treaſure yainly;ſpent, 
Deſign'd to ſerve the Ends of Government, 
T'enrich your oraving Hatlats, and advance 
The Pride of a young Wanton ſent from France, 
Whilſt your poor Friends of your. Neglects complain; 
And hover daily round yaur Throne in vain, 


Monarch. bk | 
Theſe are the bell*wings of the factious Croud; | 
Who love to roar againſt their King aloud, 
And, had. they Pow'r, would gladly pull us down, 
Beeauſe they've ſpy d a Croſs upon our Crown. 
Or ſhould we wave that frightful Popiſh Toy, 
And ta.take off. the Chriſtian Badge comply, > | 
They'd do the ſame for any other Reaſon why. | 
None but the Saints ſhould have the regale place, 4 
Becauſe Dominddn is founded in Grace, 
They only think that Kings uſurp their Right, 
And therefore grin and murmur out of ſpight. 
Our Ears are deaf when Calvin's Tribe complains, 


| 


heir Cauſe, and Buz their Malice thro! our Court. 3 
e watch their Motions, and have depth of Line» 


e know how far they have their Projects drove, 
\nd ev'ry ſecret Spring by which they move. 

or ſhall our Leifure-Pleaſures or Amours, 

Made by our Foes their Coffee Houſe Diſedurſe, 
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Poſtpone our Care of Rus'neſs, or prevent 
Our due regard to Regal Government: 


Yet till be King and Honour whom we pleaſe. 


And ſtrictly up to Vertues Maxims live, "I 


Plant Piety, and, with a ſacred Hand, 
Scatter the Seeds of Goodneſs thro' the Land ; 


The Frape will practice what the Great begin, 


— 7, os og on 
Wo Re md 
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But they ſhall timely find they plot in vain, 
And that we ſtill will Love as well as Reign, 
Conſult our Joys, our Pleaſures, and our Eaſe, 


2 Conſort. 
But Kings, my Liege, ſhould good Examples give, 


Subdue their looſe Deſires, their Luſts command, 


For tis from Thrones and Courts that Vices how, 
Thoſegthat fir high corrupt the Croud below 


And thus whole Nations are involy'd in Sin; 
Therefore it is, my Liege, that now I claim 

The modeſt Freedom of a Royal Dame, 

And, beg you, as becomes your regal place, 

To throw thoſe Wantons from your kind -Embrace, 
W ho drein your Treaſure, ſcandalize your Throne, 
And make you the Lampoon of all the Town, 
Retray your Princely Conduct, and expoſe 

Your humane Frailties to.your.crafty Foes, 

Who with ill-natur'd Tongues your Vices tell, 
And ev'ry Mole-hill to:a Mountain ſwell, 

Rail at th' indecent. Liberties you take, 

And on your Failings baſe Reflections make, 


75 J 
Excite your weaker Subjects to prophane | 
The Name of King, and to reproach your Reign, 
Forgetting all the peaceful Joys they find | 
Beneath a Prince ſo merciful and kind. | 
Pray, Royal Sir, give Ear to my Diſcourſe; 
And weigh the Scandal of your-looſe Amours; 
Conſider what Reproach your Wantons bring 
Upon the Pow'r and Wiſdom of a King, 
How their vain Pomp and oftentatious Pride, - 
Anger your Subjects and the Land divide ; 
I How your own Freedoms teach the nobler Sort, 
To make a perfect Brothel of your Court; 
From whence their Vices like a Miſt expand, 
And ſpread their Poyſon thro' the ſinful Land; 
By Whilſt thoſe who wiſcly can delight their Souls 
With Vertues Precepts and Religious Rules, 
Upon the growing Evil cry out Shame, 
And on their King's Example charge the Blame. 


Monarcb. 

Monarchs are Gods on Earth, ally'd to Heaven, 
And ought not to have Rules by SubjeRs given, 
Are born to govern, have a Right to chuſe 
Thoſe Pleaſures they are moſt inclin'd to uſe; 
Such that are fi:ful in the ſervile Croud, 

And only to their ſoy'reign Lords allow'd, 

2 Who cannot Err, but when they circumvent 

be genuine Ends of lawfal Government: 

Tis Inſolenee in Subjects to controul h 
he Freedoms of a Prince that Rules the whole, 
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In them 'tis petty Treaſon to reflect; 


| Upon thole fecret Joys their Kings affect. 


Nor have they Cauſe ro murmur or complain, 


I happy in their Monareh's peaceful Reign, 


Whilſt with due Conduct he maintains his Truff, 
In him they're bleſt, and ought to think him Juſt. 
His private Failings, that alone relate 


To his own Pleaſures, not the Publiek State, 


Are Myſteries too daring and too dark, 

For SubjeQs, Slaves, or Servants to remark, 
They ſhould lie hid from ſach inferior Eyes, 
Nor ſhould they be expos'd to Factious Spies, 
But left to Heaven's Juſtice, who alone 

Has Right to cenſare thoſe that Rule a Throne, 


Conſort, 
But you, my Liege, ſo publickly expoſe 
Your carnal Pleaſures to your fadtious Foes; 

T hat, without prying, they may ſee too plain 
Thoſe obvious Errors that diſgrace your Reign ; 
The Proſtitutes you favour are enough, 

Their coſtly Grandeur are ſufficient Proof, 

That you indulge thoſe Luſts you ſhould ſabdue, 

And teach your am'rous Court to do fo too; 

Therefore ſince you to Love are fo inclin'd, 

And in your Harlots Arms ſuch Pleaſures find, 
That rather than diſcard them and reclaim, 
You'll chuſe to ſuffer in your Royal Fame, 
Methinks, it would become your Princely Care, 
To keep your Joys more private than they are, 


Sc 


And not in publick Splendor thus ſuppott” = 

A Crew of Wantons to degrade your Court. 
Princes, like Cloiſter'd Prieſts, ſhould hide their Sing, 
And, in the Dark, embrace their Concubines: 

Not let their Friends or Fay'rites know what Nights 
They ſet apart for their obſcene Delights, 

And by thoſe Badges which their Harlots wear, 

Let the World ſee whoſe Proſtitutes they are. | 
When Kings debauch, they ſhould the Curtain draw, 
And ne er be ſeen to fin againſt the Law, 

Left their indecent Freedoms ſhould entice 

His flatt'ring Court to imitate his Vice, 2 
Who always practiſe what their Prince purſues, 
Or rail at Freedoms that they ſcorn to uſe. 


Monarch. 

But 'tis beneath a Gen'rous Prince to prove 
A Hypocrite to skreen his wanton Love; 
Tisa King's Glory that he dares be free, 
And none reprove him for his Liberty, 
And that he fears not to reward the Charms 
Of Beanty, that delight his Royal Arms, 
Or honour thoſe engag'd in his Amours, 
hat all may rev'rence whom the King adores. 
Princes, in publick manner, ought to ſhew 
WT heir kind Returns to ſecret Service due ö 
For Royal Gratitude and Bounty ſhines 
Moſt bright i'th' Pomp of Friends and Concubines. 
Had you, fair Madam, to our Comfort been 
A Royal Mother, as a Pious Queen, 
E 3. 


[8] 


Then ſhbuld we juſtly have incurr'd your Blame, 
And the whole Land might our Amours condemn; 
But who, in vain, will till infertile Ground, 
Or thiam npon a Lute that yields no ſound ; 
Should Laws on Kings ſuch hard In junctions lay, 
Beggars and Slaves would happier be than they. 
| j All Men, by Nature, are inclin'd to ſee | 
Their Image in a ſpritely Progeny : 
Why then ſhould he that Governs be deny'd 
A fruitful Miftreſs, if his Royal Bride, | 
Thro' ſome Deteft, obſtructs the noble End 
To which the Joys of Nuptial Love ſhould tend. 
What Rural Slave would be content to: fow 
Thoſe hungry Acres where no Corn will grow ?. 
Why then ſhould Royal Greatneſs be confin'd 
To barren Joys, ingrateful to the Mind, 
That's never truly pleas'd, but when it ſees 
The End propos'd with ev'ry Act agrees? | 
- Whot Subject then can. blame a Prince that flies 
A fruitleſs Bride for more effedual Joys, 
When if lrimſelf would make the Caſe his own, 
He'd do the ſame, and juſtify the Throne? 
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Moral REFLEXTONS on the fore- 
going Dialogue. 


hank. 
- 


S onoht in Modeſty fo ſpare 

by | Thoſe bold Reflexions which ave. make 
0, X ings, unleſs we could forbear ; 

Thoſe Freedoms which our Rulers tale. 


| The greater Sinner oft condemns 

His Betters, and their Fame abuſes ; 
As the ſly Proſtitute ex-laims 

Againſt the very Vice ſbe. uſes. 


The Sot will publick Sentence 0 St FT 
On bim that loves the Trick of | Youth, 3.24 
When the worſe Beaſt that hugs the ay 
Should clap his hand upon his. * 


The ſober Knave, that thrives by Fraud, 
Mil rail at all expenſive Vice; 

Yet for the ſake of Gold, his God, 
He'll uſe a thouſand Cheats and Lies. 


Therefore we ought to have a Care 
How ce condemn, and how aſperſe, 
When our own Conſcience knows cv ave 
As bad as my we. blame, or worſe, 


Beſides, Revilings only ſhew 


Our want of Manners, and of Senſe ; 
We only are induc'd thereto, 


By Malice, Pride, or Ignorance. 
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DIALOGUE vi. 


Between the ſurly Drunkard and we 
inflexible 7. ermagant. 


; | Wie. 
o, you old Sot, is this an Hour | 
To be heard Rapping at your Door? 
Muſt all the Neighbours break their Reſt, 


To humour you, you drunken Beaſt 3 + 
Is't not a Shame, at Twelve a Clock, 
| To raiſe me ftarving in ty Smock 


Well may I Cough, you ugly Gur, 


Like an old Grannum of Fourſcore, 


When I'm thus fort'd to come down barefoor;. 
From my warm Bed, to the cold Stait- foot. 


Hulthini, 
You maund'ring Devil, hold your Tongue, 
Next time I'll tarry all Night long,. 
If you can't ope the Door without 
All this confounded noiſy Rout : 
What's that to you, how long I ſtay, 
My Time's my own, by Night or Day, 
And as I pleaſe, TIL always ufe it, 
When I've a fancy for't, abuſe it; 
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W Therefore go up to Bed, I bid yow, F 
555 N Leſt ſomething worſe than Words betide you, | 

For you ſhall get more good by holding 
Your Rattle, than by all your Scolding, - 


be 4 Wife. 5 
I've cauſe to ſpeak, you drunken Dog, 
Such Uſage would provoke a Log ; 
Nay, urge the very Walls to talk, 
Or the dumb Stones on which we walk, 
I think, you Rogue, I've giv'a you Proof © 
Of a Wife's Patience long enough. 
I'm ſure I'm never out of Reaſon, . 
What I now ſay, I ſpeak in Seaſon. - 
Ill Words, my Neighboars know, I ſcorn, 
But tread upon a Worm, 'twilt turn. 4 
Is this a time of Night to come 
Damning, in Drink, and Swearing home, 
And to abuſe an honeſt Woman, 
As if ſhe was a Slut that's common? 
What Fleſh can bear ſuch Proyocation, 
Without ſome ſhew of Heat and Paſſion ? 


. 


| Hausband. 
Thou teazing Hag, did I begin, 
Did yon not raving let me in? 
Huſſy, I find no Lye will choak ye, 
What did 1 fay to firſt provoke ye? 
But *tis your way to diſagree, 

And then to lay the Blame on me. 
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Foh ! you old drunken fambliog Sot, 


Such that would ſcorn I ſhould appear 


Te had good Proffers in my Time, 
(The more Fool I to ſcorn the Crime,) 


L 83 J 
The Scold thinks always 'tis her Right, 
To firſt begin the verbal Fight, 5 
Then charges, when her Tongue grows wearyy- ; 
The Fault upon her Adverſary. : 
* Ft Wife, f 
Tis falſe, you Hedgehog, did you not, 


Firſt Swear, and call me God knows what? 


Accuſe me of a thouſand Failings, 


Provoke my Paſſion with your Railings, 
Tell me of this and t'other Blade, 
As if I'd been an arrant Jade, 


T hat only hugs the Pipe and Pot. 3 
F'd have you know, tho' you're ſo jealous, 

I ſcorn your little naſty Fellows. 

I'd find, were I inclin'd that way, 
Othergueſs Sparks than you or they ;. 


In that I now am forc'd to wear, 
But would be glad to let me go 
In my Lac'd-Shoes and Furbelo. 


From handſome Men, that lov'd me too, 
Who would have kinder prov'd than you: 
And rather than endure this Sorrow, 

on Sor, I'll horn your Brows to Morrow. 


U 83 1 


|  Husband. 

The Devil's in the Woman ſure, 

What Slave can ſuch a Tongue endure ? 
Nounds ! Jealous of thy Beauty's Splendor, 
More ugly than the Witch of Endor; 
A ſcolding Harridan, that's near | 
Her deſpicable Forti'th Year, 

W hoſe Hatchet Face has not a Feature 
But's mark'd with Envy and ill-nature ; 
An arrant Slut, a wrangling Beaſt, 
Whoſe Tongue cannot a Moment reſt, 
A hopeful Hag, I muſt agree, 

Tiinſpire a Man with Jealouſie. 

Did I ſay any thing to ſhew 

My doubt of ſuch a frightful Shrew, 
Or ſcatter any words diſtruſtful, 

About your being Lewd or Luſtfal, 
Reflect upon your Sparks or Fellows, 
Or madly talk of being Jealous ? | 
Faith, my dear Dowdy, thou'rt miſtaken, 

Thy Skin's too much like rufty Bacon, 

Too rancid and too old-te be 

Fancy'd by any Fool but me. „ 9 


Wife... 
You Lye, you feeble Drone, you do, " —_ 
I'm handſom, young, kind-natur'd. toe, 5 
Too good. for ſuch a Rogue as you. ; 
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| And like a Lady liv'd, before 


I:marry'd you, you any Cur; 

And could have ſince, had ens willing,” 
Earn'd many a Crown, and many-a Shilling; 
Nay, Guineas, I wi fay, that's more, 
And yet not tell a Lye, I'm fure; 

But, Rogue, 1 ſcorn to play the Whore . 


Yet if you plague me thus, you Brute, 


It is enough to make. mie do't; 

For a good Woman may, by Paltion, . 
Be drove beyond her Inclination ; 
Reyenge may make a Vertuous Wife 

Do what ſhe ne'er did in her Life, 

And cauſe her, when ill us'd, to doat on- 


Some other Man ſhe never thought on; 


Therefore, you fumbling Sot, take care, 
When drunk, you vex me not too far, 
For if ygu put me in a Rage, 

You Sor, 1 1 horn you in your Age. 


Hurbant, 

' Nouns,. go to Bed, you noiſy Fool;' 
Your Scut, by this time, may be cool; 
You've a great Heat upon vou, ſure, 

To talk thus in your Smock, an Hotr + 
Jalt now you quarretl'd 'exuſe *twas kits, 
But. you can ſtill find time to priate. 7 


N 


L 85 J 1 
Get you to Bed, ydu tea Witeh, © | | 
And warm you, how you've cool'd your Briten, | | 
Stand not here talking, tilt you frieze, w 7 
O'th' Beauty of your ugly Phit, £ 
At ſuch a Midnight- Hour 43 this. | 
I think 'tis time, you [colding Beaſt, | | 
Your Tongue and you were both at reſt. ; i 


tits. 

I ſcold ! What is it 1 have ſaid? 
Tell me I ſcold, I' break yout Head. | 
What a provoking Sot 1 is this, | | [ 
To ſay 1e ſpoke one Word amis! | | 
Sirrah, have you not Avore add ly's; 
And falſly told me of my Pride, 

Accus'd my Innocence with Crimes, 
And call'd me Whore x thouſand times "4 
Aud muſt I ſtand, as if "twas truth, 
Mute, with my Fingers in my Mouth ? 
No, grinning Ape; you i Owl, 
PII not be ſuch a ſilent Fool : 

That's what you want, I know, to make me; 
n Il fee > you hang'd, n me. 
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You bawling, rotfy. Witch; who calls you - 
Whore ? why, what the Devil ails you? 
Thou'rt very honeſt, that 1 . 
Thy Uglineſs has kept thee ſo; "Ie 
Thy Vertue has been much beholding 
To thy Face, Temper, and thy Scolding: 
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From the Horn- plague I am ſecure,? 
But curs'd with all the reſt l'm ſure ; 
Such o tormenting and perplexing, 
So irritating and ſo vexing, 

That would make any Mortal fly 
From ſuch a barren Beaſt, but J. 


Wife. 
Tis your own Fault, you Villain, no Man, 
But you would thus abuſe a Woman. 
Fll bear with ſuch Affronts no longer, 
Tl try, you Raſcal, who's the ſtronger. 
Take that, you Rogue,---O ! Murder, Murder, 
I'll make you keep your Tongue in order. 


.. Husband, 
Be quiet, Huſſy, are you mad, 
Fi Let go my Hair, you curſed Jade, 
1 What! do you ſeratch me too, you Witch, 
1. Ws Take that, you * rebel lious 3 


Miſe. 
o Murder! bag, I'll make you feel me. 
Help, Neighbours, or the Rogue will kill me. 
O help !-----1P11 fight whilſt I have Life, 
Ah! cow'rdly Whelp, to ſtrike a Wiſe. 


Husband. 
Confound your Claws, muſt I fit ſtill, 
You Beaſt, and let you have your . Te a 
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Muſt I ſubmit to ſuch a Sbrew, 
To have my Eyes torn out by you, 
And to be Ing'd from out my Chair, 
With all your Fury, by the Hair? 


Did you not firſt, with Tooth and Tallon;. 


Draw Blood, e'er T'began to fall on? 


Wife. 

O! wicked Wretch, to falſly ſay, 
Alas! thot I began the Fray, 
Did you not kick me, like a Dog, 
And call me barren Beaſt, you Rogue (7: 
A Word that no ill-natur'd Looby _ 
Wou'd give a Wife, but you, you Booby, 
Did you not ſtrike me, like a TR. 
Upon the Breaſt, enough to kill one? 
O! how it does both throb and I 
It pains me to the very Heart: 
F'r ought I know I am ruin'd is 
I ſhall not ſteep one Wink to Night; 
O! how my belly pains me t oo, 
I've a Kick ſomewhere I ſhall rue; 
Your Knee or Foot has hurt me, Srrak 
Where you"lF repent it by to Morrow. 


Huauuband. 

Thou lying Devil of a Wife, 

I never kick'd thee in my Life ;. 
But if 1 ſtay much longer here, 
Thou wilt provoke me to't, 1 fear 4 
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Thy Tongue will but engage me further, 
And then, perhaps, thece may be Mutther : 
So good Night, Beldam, I'll to Bed, 


With my ſcratch'd Face and broken Head; 
Thoſe honourable Nuptial Scars, 


And leave thee, now we've done our Wars, 


To cool thy. Paſſion an d thy A- ſe - 


Wife by herſelf. 
I'm glad the Dog's crept up to Kennel, 
III make him humble as a Spaniel; 
I'll not be Friends till he ſhall court me, 


I know the Rogue believes he as hurt me, 


When as I live I do not know 
In all the Scuffle I'd a Blow 
Nor now it's over, do I feel 


One Scratch or Bruiſe from Head to Heel; | 


However, I muſt cry to Morrow; 


And tell my Neighbours all my Sorrow, * 


Complain how ſadly he abus'd me, 

And how he kick'd me and miſus'd me; 
Tell 'em what Pains I took to pleaſe him, 
But could not for my Soul appeaſe him; 
Charge all the Blame on him, and ſpill 
My Tears, like any Crocodile 

I vow and ſwear it joys my Heart 


To think how I ſhall play my part, 


How the old Buck will be dutwirted, 


- And his poor Wife bemoan'd and pity d. 


5 
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Women are Fools that let their Spyuſts 
Uſarp Dominion in-thetr"Hotiſes : 
The cunning Dame may find a way, 
To eas'ly make her Man 'obty. 
If ſhe in any Cafe would gain 
Her Point, ſhe only need complain, 
For tho* the Husband be bely'd, 


The World will be o th Woman's =. 


Moral REFLEXIONS on the fore- 
going Dlalogue. 5 


W. a iow d Coal. tive of friſe, 
And ev'ly exerciſe the Tongue, 


Tu bard to judge "twixt Man and Wits, - + + | 
Which of the icho are in the c wrong. : 


4 prudent Hushand ſbogld not ſpeak | RPE. 

| Yoraiſe a Shrew's provoking Noiſe, „ 

Becauſe ber Clamouy ſhews him <veak 
In making ſuch an euil Choice. 


The Mah ſhould om the Fault is bis, D 
W ſave the Credit of bis Bride : 
And when ſhe talks, or does amiſs, 
Should all her Slip. and Failings hide. 
Fr tho* the Husbani ſbould romplaiu, 


And ſet forth hit anhappy Life, 
The World would flill rondemn the Man, 


And labour to excuſe the Wife. 


| 
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Fe therefore that bas bad the Curſe 


To wed a Shrew that wont. obey, 
By railing makes his Cauſe but worſe, 
To pleaſe her is the only way. 


Woman, when flirr'd, i; like a Bell, 
Her Clapper is as looſely bung, 

And he that's wedded to her Tail, 

 HMuft bear the Torment of ber Tongue. 


r * * 
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DIALOGUE VIII. 


Between King Avery, the Pirate, and 


his Indian Prineeſs at Madagaſcar, 
King. 3 
Tos fares my charming Dear ? why al- la- mori 
; Your Grief diffuſes Sadneſs thro* my Court. 
Am I not Grateful, Generous, and Kind? 8 
What ſgcret Cauſe of Sorrow do you find ? 


Have you not Crowds of liſt'aing Slaves to wait 


Your Call, and Guards. t' attend you at your Gate.? 
Is not your Table, as becomes your Birth, : | 
Spread with the richeſt ProduQts of the Earth? 
Are not your publick Robes, or private Dreſs, 
Fit to adorn that Beauty you poſleſs ? 

Have not your Princely Arms a ſprightly Boy, 
To dearly hug, and-crown your Nuptial Joy ?. - 


A 
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Are you not Partner in a Royal Throne, 
Made, by my Toils and Fortitude, our own? 


Are you not fix'd in Power, ſafe in Love, 

Obey'd and homag'd whereſoe er you move? 

What cauſeleſs Doubts can then your Soul enſnare, 

And cloud your Princely Thoughts with groundleſs 
C. Cate. 


- , 
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| Princeſs. 

All you have nam'd I own that J poſſeſs, 
But ſtill might be more happy had I leſs. 
What tho', by your Conſent, I ſhare a Throne, 
I'm ſtill a Priſoner in a Land unknown? 
Fetter'd amidſt the Pomps and Joys of Life, 
And but a Slave, although a lawful Wife; 
& Captive, forc'd by Danger to comply 
With what my Female Fears durſt not deny; 
Debar'd of Friends, and from my Native Soil 
Chain'd for my Life, within a.barb'rons Iſle. 
How then can I ſubſiſt without remorſe, 
Since all my Joys are the effeQs of Force 2 
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Or how, without groſs Flattery, applaud 
A doubtful State that's founded upon Fraud. 
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| King. 
Theſe are all Bugbears in the Brain, begot 
By Female Weakneſs and diſtemper'd Thought. 
What you call Fraud is but the Right of Pow'r, 
By which the Brave to Crowns and Scepters. tow:r.. 


r 
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Conqueſt has always been a ſoy'reign Law, 
It is the Sword that does the Subject awe, 
Whether *tis that of Juſtice or of War, 
Both, when attended with Sueceſs, concur. 
Good Fortune tis alone that turns the Scale, 

And makes the heavier o'er the light prevail. 

Why think you then the Throne that I command 

Does tott'ring on a feeble Baſis ſtand, 

Since J have Crowds of Slaves, and Mines of Gold; 

To ſtill ſupport us in the Pow'r we hold ? 

Nor need we fear to be by Foes o'erthrown, 

Whilft thoſe true Friends make Sov'reign Rule our own. 

The Right of Kings depends upon the Sword, 

The Conqti'rer always is the rightful Lord, 

And whenſo'er a Monarch's Title's try'd, 

The longeſt Weapon does the Cauſe decide. 

The Brave at mouldy old Succeſſion laugh, 

- Conqueſt gives Right, and Power makes us ſafe x 

Therefore, fair Princeſs, grieve no more in yain, 

I've Arms to keep what I had Strength to gain, 
Suppoſe the Perſian Lord had been poſſeſt | 

Of your dear Charms, with which I now am bleſt, 

He, who with joyful Heart, aud wiſhing Eyes, 

Stood ready to receive the glorious Prize, 

Might have been happier in your ſoft Embrace, 

Than in the want of ſo divine a Face; : 

But yon, of equal Glory now poſſeſt, 0 

May, if you pleaſe, be fall as highly bleſt. 

In the kind Arms of the chance Spoule you have, 

Who is as Rich, as Pow'rful, and as Brave, 


vn. 
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As much to Love and Gallantry-inclin'd, 
As that Great Prinee for whom you were deſign'd. 
Nay, you have Cauſe to entertain a Thought, 

That Diſappointment prov'd your better Lot ; 
For had your Match ſuceeeded, you had been 


Only a Subje&-Prineeſs, not a Queen: 


But now, with me, you ſhare a Sov*reign Sway, 
And the whole Land our awful Nods obey, 

Nor are you diſtan&'d from your native Friends, 
Your old Retinue ftill your Will attends, 
They wait your Pleiſure ev'ry Hour at Court, 
And whereſoc'er your Preſence moves, reſort; 
Study to win your Smiles, and to remove 

The faint Relapſes of your former Love, 
Perſwade you to conceive your preſent State 

To be your beſt Good Fortune, not your Fate ; 
Since all theſe Bleſſings you enjoy in Peace, 
Why do you grieye amid ſa:h Happinch, 

As if my Love, though ſhewn to an Extream, 
Was much too low to merit your Eſteem, 


Princeſs. 

I'mfbound to love and honour you, Town, 
For all the gentle Favours you have ſhown, | 
And that you waited my Conſent to wed, 
When in your Pow'r to force me to your Bed; 


It was a great and gen'rous AQ to ſave 


A Princeſs Honour, when your Captive Slave, 
A Deed of humane Mercy, that will crown 
The greateſt Glories that your Sword has won, 


met — 
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Return again into their native Bounds; 


LJ. 
A kind Forbearance, that in time will make 
Your Fame more bright, your Pyracies leſs black, 
And for thoſe raſh Severities atone, * 
That in your. bold Adventures muſt be ſhown; 
For lawleſs Acts of Violence cannot be 
Sueceſsful, but by Blood and Cruelty - 


But ſtill, tko' you were mild, and way'd that Pow'rs 


, 


Which chains the Captive to the Conqueror, 
And kindly took me as your lawful Wife, 
To ſave my Honour, dearer than my Life, 
Yet amidft all my Comforts muſt I mourn, 

Te think I'm thus become my Country's Scorn, 
And that for ever I muſt live conſtrain'd, 


A baniſh'd Stranger to my native Land; 


Woman's to Fondneſs prone, and cannot take | 


A final Farewel, but ſhe muſt look back. 


The Eagle, tho' he wanders jn his Flight, 

And labours to out- ſoar the God of Light, 

Yet when he's tir'd, he turns his drooping Head 
T*wards the tall Rocks, where he at firſt was bred, 
With eager haſte does homewards gladly fly, 
Perches aloft, and claps his Wings for Joy, 


The wand'ring Tides, that flood the neighb'ring 


(Grounds, 


T ae very Stars ſtill circle in the Sphere 
Where the bright Lamps firſt conſtituted were : 
The Needle points to its beloved North, 


The very Brute affects his Place of Birth; 


CY - 
All Creatures are by Nature prompt to loye 
The Land, that does their native Country prove, 
But I, unhappy Wretch, muſt ne'er return, 
Toſee the diſtant Shore, where I was born, 

But fetter'd to a Throne, indulge Deſpair, 

And weep away my Youth, I know not where. 
So the poor Lamb, beneath the Lyon's Paw, | 
Tho' ftroak'd and fondl'd, wiſhes to withdraw 

| Into the ſafer Meadows; for the Pow'r | 
| That can protect when pleas, when angry can be 


2 


(your, 
| 1 | King. 
But I, amidſt my Fury, was too tame 
To injure or oppreſs ſo fair a Dame; : 
Such Youth and Beauty always 3 the Brave, 
And make the boldeſt Victor but your Slave: 
If from your Fears your Diſcontents ariſe, 
My Love ſhall turn your Sadneſs into Joys; 
My tender Uſage ſhall alone convince, 
| cannot hurt your charming Innocence: 
But if you grieve, and ſigh in vain to ſee 
ing The mach worſe Land of your Nativity, 
as, Like the poor diſtard Wretch, you pine at Fate, 
And from your Princely Nature derogate, 
conſider, Madam, your illuſtrious Birth, 
Your Royal Blood, your Greatneſs and your Worth 


That-from the Loins of Aurenzebe you came, p 
And ought to center all your Thoughts in Fame, “ 


4 


Make Glory yu Purſuit, and mighty Deeds your. 4 


(Aim 5 


L $6, ] 

It is beneath the Noble and the Great, 
To tamely ſuffer Sarrows gaaling weight; "Ihr 
Or, Caitiff like, to be abroad q'ercome, 
When Happy, with the fond defire of Home; 
The Brave ſuch ſervile Paſſions ſhould deſpiſe, 
And love that Ground where they can higheſt riſe ; 
Not, like poor Slaves, chuſe rather to obey 
At Home, than climb Abroad to Sow'reign Sway. 
What tho? the cow'rdly Qx: delights to graze 
Upon bis native Meadow all bis. Pays, 
And to the Yoak ſubmits his armed Creſt, 
Rather than Goar the Swain that owns the Beaſt, 
What tho! the Horſe does fooliſhly ſubmit - 
To bear the Saddle, and to ehamp the Bit, 
And when his Journey or his Labour's c'er, 
_ Gladly returns to his old Stable-Door : 
But theſe are Brutes, who are, by Stripes ſevere, 
Train'd up, when young, to Cowardice and Fear, 


Who love the Rack and Manger where they te bred, 


Or native Fields, becauſe they there are fed; 
For Beaſts on Earth enjoy no other good, 

Than the dull reliſh of their husky Food. 

- But nobler Man is of a Race divine, 

By Nature does to glorious Deeds incline, 

And till the nearer to the Gods ſhall be 

The mare he ſhifts off his Brutality, | 
Who then would to their native Soil be ty'd, . 
Where they muſt bend and cringe to others Pride, 
Like a Mill-Horſe, within one Circle moye, 
And on their Country fix a flayiſh Love, 
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When far from home they may as great be made, 
As the proud Tyrant they before obey d. | 
Therefore forbear, dear Madam, grieve no more, 
Withdraw your Fondneſs from your native Shore; 
The Great ſhould curb their Paſſions, and poſtpone 
All Friendſhip, Love, and Daty for a Throne ; 
Forſake their Parents, Relatives, and Friends, f 
T'extend their Pow'r, and gain their glorious Ends. 
What Woman who has Birth and Beauty too, 
With many Charms and Vertnes bleſt, like you, 
Would not with Joy abandon all that's dear, 
To ſhine aloft in a majeſtick Sphere, 
And rather chuſe to be, if truly Brave, 


A Forcign Queen, than a Domeſtick Slave. 


Princeſs, 

Pye heard, my Liege, the Arguments you raiſe, 
| But your own Weakneſs your Advice betrays, 
And only ſhews, that you deſire to make 
Me eaſy by thoſe Rules you cannot take. 
How oft have I, as lying by your Side, 
Found by your Sighs your Soul diſſatisfy'd? 

Have I not heard you feelingly expreſs 
L Your Native Country's Worth and Happineſs, 
Set forth the Plenty of its fertile Soil, 
Extol the various Pleaſures of the lle, 
Commend its Climate, magnify its Queen, 
And ſighing ſay, how bleſt you might have been, 
Applaud the Beauty of the Charming Fair, 
How kind they prove, what coſtly Robes they wear» 
* 
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Declare the Juſtice of the Weſtern Race, 


What IIls they puniſh, and what Wrongs redreſs, 


Approve the Laws that do the baſe reſtrain, 
And tell what Vices thrive, what Vertues reign. 


Thus praiſe the fruitful Land that gave you Birth, 


As if, at leaft, it was a Heavn on Earth; 
Then hug me cloſe, and ſighing cry, my Dear, 
I wiſh we were the meaneſt Subjefts there, 
Provided I once more might ſafely boaſt, 
T hat happy Freedom T've for ever loſt. 
- Therefore ſince you, more maſculine and bold, 
So Great in Power, and ſo Rich in Gold, 
Can break your Reſt, upon your Pillow mourn, 
Cauſe rigid Laws debar your ſafe return, 
Seem willing to reſign your high Command, 
To dig your Graye within your Native Land, 
How can you blame weak Woman for her Tears, 


When Force confirms her Fetters and her Fears, 


Keeps her Exil'd by a ſevere Reſtraint, 

Equal to you perpetual Baniſhment. 

What ſignifies the Sov'reign Sway we boaſt, 
Since Pow'r is in the want of Freedom loſt ? 

W hat can be greater Slav'ry to the Brave, 
Than ftill to wiſh for what we ne'er can have ? 
Tis a ſevere Compulſion to refrain 

The only Bliſs we covet to obtain, 

The humble Slave or Subject may rejoice, 

That freely makes his Servirade his Choice, 


Whilſt we, who're fetter'd to a Throne we hate, 


Are ſtill but wretched, tho? we're ne'er ſo Great. 
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None e'er could find a reliſh in their Mear, 

If bound againſt their Appetites to eat; 

The greateſt Bleſſings upon Earth enjoy'd, 

When forc'd upon the Will are quite deſtroy'd; 
Nor are we bleſt in what our Toils acquire, 

Other than by the ſtrength of our Deſire; 

'Tis our free Choice that heightens the acqueſt, 
Our Approbation only makes us bleſt ; 
Therefore, alas, how wretched muſt we be, 
Who Reign o'er Slaves, thro' meer Neceſſity, 


To buy our Native Freedom with our Gold, 
Fly fromthe Throne wherein we're both accurſt, 
And gladly would be Subjects, if we durſt. 


King. 

* Town you've hit the Point wherein we fail, 
4 In ſpite of Wiſdom Nature will prevail, 
5 have unjuſtly blam'd your way'ring Mind, 
For the ſame Weakneſs in my ſelf J find, 
I cannot think upon the Britiſh Iſles, 
W Happy in Nature's Gifts and Heaven's Smiles, 
But I muſt ſtill remember I was born 
In 4/6ion, thither gladly would retarn, 
And where I firſt took Breath,cre& my Marble Urn 

So wand'ring Trayellers, who range the Seas, 
To ſatisfy their vain Cariofities, _ 
And in ſtrange Climates. beat the duſty Road, 
0 lee how Art and Nature thrive abroad; 


F 2 


| Would both, with Joy, reſign the Pow'r we holds 
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Tho' they applaud old Egypt's fruitful Fields, 
And praiſe the luſhious Grain that Perſia yields, 
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Extol the Charms of the Venetian Fair, 


Commend this Country for a healthful Air, 


That for its dainty Fruits and noble Wines, 
Another for its Drugs and wealthy Mines; 

Yet no Temptation that adorns the way, 

Can make them long, without ReluQance, ſtay. 


Thus, tho' Abroad a thouſand Joys we find, 


Our Native Home's the Center of the Mind, 
We ſtill look back on what we firſt poſſeſt, 


Like unwean'd Children on their Mother's Breaſt. 


Princeſs. | 

But ſince our Minds to diff rent Worlds incline 
How in one happy Medium ſhall we join, 
You to the Weſtern are by Nature bent, 
And J, alas, to. th Eaftern Continent ? 
How then together, ſhould you pardon'd be, 
Can both enjoy our wiſh'd Felicity ? 
1a Climes remote I ſtill muſt ſpend my Days, 
Unleſs we part, and chuſe our diff 'rent ways. 


"King. 

What tho' I wiſh to ſee my Native Shore, 
Tis without Hopes that Bleſſing I implore, 
My Safety does that happy Sight forbid, 

The Laws of Nations my Return impede ; 
Therefore ſince thus impriſon'd by the Seas 
To our own Prudence we muſt owe our Eaſe, 
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By Patience keep our Minds from Sorrows free, 
And make a Vertue of Neceſſity, 
Look only forward, ſtudy to im prove 
Our mutual Happineſs by mutual Love, 
O'erpow'r weak Nature, learn to be Content, | 
And manage well our preſent Government,. 
That Fondneſs wave which does our Peace annoy, 
And only think of what we here enjoy ; C 
For thoſe who much poſſeſs, and till will crave 
S Whats needleſs, are but curs'd with what they have, 
Then let's corre& our Minds, and think no more 
Of either Perſian or of Britiſh Shore, 
0 But make ourſelves as happy and ſecure, 
As diſtant Tyrants that deſpiſe our Pow'r, 
Be proud to think we may with Condu@ be 
The Builders of a laſting Monarchy, 
And that a Royal Iſſue of our own, 
May long ſacceed in our Eftabliſh'd Throne. 
Then chear up, Madam, tis a Crime to grieve, 
For what the angry Gods refuſe to givo; 
Againſt our Fate 'tis Folly to complain, 
Why ſhoald we, fince we here may Live and Reign, 
n ſpite of all the World, bear Sov'reign Sway, 
Like Kings and Sultans make our Slaves obey, 
And grow, in time, as powerful as they. 
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Moral REFLETTONS on the foregoing 
Wann 


Si 


O Bleſſings are ſo much deſir'd 

As awful Pow'r and mighty Wealth, 
Yet they're but Curſes when acquir d 

By Uſurpation, Fraud, or Stealth. 


Had Man's Ambition Eyes to ſee 
The Train of Miſchiefs that attend 
On all ſucceſsful Villany, 
They'd weep when they had gain'd their End. 


Bluſh at the ſanguine Ills they ve done, 
Reſtect with Terror on their Guilt, 

Curſe the baſe Greatneſs they have won, 
And tremble at the Blood they ve — 


Well may the Tyrant who, by Arms, 
Uſurps another's Lawful Crown, 
Depend, for Eaſe, upon the Charms 
Of Flait'rers that ſurround his Throne. 


Foy ſhould not Knaves approve his Right, 
And give falſe Glory to his Force, 
The haughty Bugbear would, in ſpight 
Of Grandeur, fink beneath Remorſe. 
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Well may ill. govern d Slaves contend, 
When by their Ruling Lords oppreſt, 
Since Power is oft unjuſtly gain d, 
And therefore is ſo ſeldom Bleft. 


DIALOGUE KX. 


* Between an old amorous Knight, and a 
| young Strumpet he was . in ta 
marry, juſt come out of Yorkſhire, 
to take a view of the Town. 


Husband, 

Ell, now, my Dear, I think we've ſpent 

A Week in Love and Merriment ; 
In a few Days we'll e'en ſet forward | 
Oar tedſous Journey to the Norward, . 
= To view your Lands, and take Poſſeſſion 
= Of your Eftate and Habitation ; 
And if I find the Place is airy 
And healthful, we'll reſolve to tarry. 
New furbiſh up the ancient Hall, 
And ſettle there for good and all- 
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You ſay there's Hunting, Fiſhing, Fowling, 
Anda rare ſpacious Green for Bowling, 
Hare, Partridge, every ſort of Game 
About your Grounds, that I can ene : 
By your Account, it needs muſt be 

A Seat of wond'rous Pleaſantry. 

One thing indeed I can't approve, 

Bat that I eas'ly can remove, 

Which is the Rook'ry that's about it, 

] own I'd rather be without it, 

1 hate their hoarſe ill-boding Voice, 
And cannot” bear their croaking Noiſe, 
But wake when they begin to chatter, - 


: And yawn and ſtretch the whole Day a'ter. 


Lady. 

If nothing but the Rooks diſpleaſe ye, 
They're foon deſtroy'd, to make you eaſy. 
I wilb, my Dear, that you way find 
The Houſe and Gardens ſuit your Mind; 
And that its lonely Situation 
May juſtly claim your Approbation: 
But, truly, I am apt to fear, 

When you ſee how it is, and where, 
You'll think your Quality too great. 
For ſuch a Manſion and Eſtate, 
Becauſe it has been farm'd by two - 
Or three of meaner Rank than you + 
I therefore fear you'll not conſent, 

T' inhabit ſueh a Tenement, 
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That has, for Years, to the Diſhonour ] 
Of me, that am the rightful Owner, K ö 


Been oecupy d for little Rent, 
By Perſons of a low Deſcent. . 


Hustband. 4 

Dear Madam, my intire Affection N 
For you, will conquer that ObjeQon 
I ſhan't deſpiſe your Manſion- houſe, 
Cauſe farm'd by Roger and Joan Douwſe : 
i It is enough forj me to love it, : 
That you were born there and approve it; 
: We muſt not with Contempt, look down.. 
On Earth, *cauſe trodden by the Clown ;.. 
Fron on the fruitful Vale or Plain, 

& Becauſe frequented by the Swain; 

Or ſcorn the rich and dirty Field, 

4 That's by the ſweaty Peaſant till'd; 
5 No, no, if I but like the Seat, 
And find it for our Dwelling fit, 
8 Iſhall not ſcruple or complain on't, 
W Becauſe a Clown has been the Tenant ;] 
To me, that ſhall not make it odious, . 
in caſe I find it but commodious... : 
perhaps it may he old and tatter'd, 
with ſtormy Winds and Weather batter'd, 

The Stable-Vards been us'd to hold | | by. 

Dung-heaps, which Farmers call their Gold, 
vet all ſuch Filth may be remov'd, 
And the Houſe farbiſh'd and improvd, 


th 
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And if too ſmall, be made more large, 


Though I muſt own *twill be a Charge; 
But ſhall not value what I ſpend, | 
To ſuch a ſatisfact'ry End, 

Tf all will but oblige my Dear, 

And make her eaſy when ſhe's there; 
For who that's bleſt with'fach a Creature, 
So kind, ſo young, fo fair of Feature, 
Would not do any thing to ſhew, 

His Loye to ſuch a Bride as you. 


Lady. 

Vou're very kind, T muſt allow, 
Would you be always as you're now, 
But Time will change your Inelination, 
And make, I fear, much Alteration; 
For Beauty, once a Lover's own, 
Becomes inſi pid when ſhe's known, 
And all her ſoft obliging Charms 
Grow ftale and rancid in his Arms: 

I fear your Love, that feems ſo great, 
Is not for me, but my Fſtate ; 

Fat Acres and full Bags engage 

The moſt, in this ungen'rous Age; 
And ſhe that has them in her Powr, 
May have new Courtiers ev'ry Hour: 
So he that's Rich, and can defend | 
Himfelf, ſhall never want a Friend ; 
But if Misfortunes bring him low; | 
His Friends will be no longer ſo. 
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Had I without a Fortune been, | 

And my Deſcent obſcure and mean, . . 

vet made the very ſelf-ſame Figure, 

ln Dreſs, in Beauty, Youth, and Vigour, 

I fancy then you'd ſearee have thought me 
Worthy o'th' Bed to which you've brought me; 

| For had your Bride had no Command EP 

Of mouldy Bags and dirty Land, 

For all her Charms you'd not have lik'd her, 

. "Twas the gilt Frame ſet off the Picture. 

do when the Croud behold the State 

And pompous Grandeur of the Great, 

'Tis not their Perſons that they mind, 

But the long Train that come behind ; 

Thus think our Quality's Tranſcendence, 

Is not in them, but their Attendance. 
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Husband. 

But for your Charms, my Dear, I love you, | 
Your Beauty made me firſt approye you; 
Twas not your Riches, but your Face, 
Your Acres, but each charming Grace, | 
That did alone my Soul bewiteh, 

And rais'd my Flame to ſuch a pitch ; 

I'm no ſach Muckworm in my Nature, 
To prefer Wealth to ſuch a Creature ; 

I vow I did not doat upon ye, 

For your black Furlongs, or your Money; . 
The Gifts that dwell in ev'ry Part 
Enchanted my admiring Heart: 
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| | No Bleſſing but yourlelt I wanted, | 
Nl And thoſe dear Favours you have granted <= 
| | b g Had you been Fortuneleſs, my Flame, 
| if 1 Fn certain, muſt have been the ſame ;. 
; | 1 I'd ftil} paid Homage to your Beauty; 
Ii | Nor could I have been bleſt without ye: 
IH Such lovely Charms as you poſſeſs, 
iT | Are of themſelves. a Happineſs.; 
I | | Such Eyes no other Fortune need, 
i U Thoſe Looks the brighteſt Gold exceed, 

j But fince your Stars, their Love to ſhew, 
Have giv'n yon Health and Beauty too, ; 


And I am made, by your kind Choice, 
The Partner of ſuch. double Joys, 
Riches with Beanty, I agree, 
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ll | Still heightens the Felicity ; 
— 1 Tho' had you not a Groat, TI own 
11 | T had been bleſt in you alone; 
18 For Love, like Madneſs, many grant, | I 
li g Ne*er feels the Smart of Cold or Want, Tho 
14 But will, if Juſt, the noble Flame, our 
14 Like Gold refin'd, be ſtill the ſame. | Tour 
| Your 
3 Lady. | Your 
Then you are fure you ſhou'd have loy'd; Are! 
In caſe J had no Heireſs prov'd, Your 
And that alone my Perſon won ye, | 1 ſeat 
And nor my Acres or my Money . N E 
I muſt confeſs, could I be certain = 
— ana 


Yon lo d my Charms above my Fortune, | 
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Such real uneorrupt Affedt ion 
Would give me wond'rous Satisfaction; 
| For I am apt to think, moſt Men 
That marry, have an Eye on Gain, 
And that, among your Sex, 'tis common. 
T' admire the Bags above the Woman. 
"Tis therefore difficult for me, 
To think your Generofity 
| So great, to've taken to your Arms 
A Connntry Damſel for her Charms, 
Had you not been aſſur'd before, 
» WE She'd a large Fortune in her Pow?r ; 
| For Beauty, without Bags we find, 
Lou Men of Wiſdom ſeldom mind, 
When Gold will make the dowdy Lafs, 
Without the leaſt ObjeQtion, paſs, 


| Huiband. 
I vo and (wear, my only Dear, 
| Thoſe Charms that in your Looks appear; 
| Your pleaſant Air, your modeſt Mein, 
| Your Prudence in each Action ſeen, 
Your Conyerſation, that's ſo witty, 


{ Your ev'ry thing ſo ſweet and pretty, F 
Are Bleſſings that engage my Heart, 1 
Your Fortune is the meaneſt part; | 
I ſearce have ſpent one Thought about it, 
I have enough, my Dear, without it, 
And ſhould have loy'd yon, tho' you'd been 
- {& Vohappy, Fortuncleſs, and Mean, 
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And for your Beauty, would haye made ye 
My Bride, my only Dear, my Lady. 


| Lady. 
I'm highly happy, that I find 
Your Heart ſo generouſly kind, 
And that your Love would be as great, 
If I'd no Portion or Eſtate. | 


: __ Hwusband. 
All one, my Jewel, I profeſs 


Nothing could make me love you leſs: 


My faithfal Paſſion is not founded- 


f Upon your Wealth, but nobly grounded, 


And will be laſting, you ſhall ſee, 


In ſpite of all Adyverſity. 


No fallen Clouds, that can ariſe, 

Shall darken or eclipſe our Joys : 

My Love its nuptial Courſe ſhall run, 
And prove as conſtant as the Sun; 

Be laſting, juſt, and always free 
From cold Neglect and Jealouſy. 


| Lady. 
You promiſe very fair, my Dear, 
Yet I, alas! am apt to fear, 
If my Eftate ſhould chance to prove 
A Shadow, twould ſubvert your Love, 


And make my Deareſt look awry 


Upon me with an evil Eye ; 


L III 


For diſappointed Lovers change 
Affection oft into Revenge. 

So he that weds, and thinks he marries, 
A mighty Fortune, and miſcarries, 

He does his Bride, tho” fair, deſpiſe, | 

| Becauſe no wealthy Bageueife, 


Be | Hutband. 
But this no Parallel can be 
| To th' preſent Caſe *twixt you and me, 
| I know your Fortune's ont of Doubt; 
{ Your Lands admit of no Diſpute : 
I have no Reaſon to diſtruſt b 
Your Title, for I'm ſure *tis juſt; 
Have all the Deeds that bear Relation 
To your Eſtate, in my poſſeſſion; . 
But were your Charms without that Worth 
Your Writings plainly do ſet forth, 
Yet ſtill, my deareſt Duck, my Lamb, 
I'd be as loving as Jam; 
Your Beauty would alone prevail 
With me, in caſe your Lands ſhould fail : 
But I'm well ſatisfy'd no harm 
Can lurk in ſach a heav*oly Fim; Foy 
Your Angel's Face convinces; ae 5 
You are what you pretend to be; 2 
But ſhould your Wealth a Fiction prove, 1 
Your Charms would ſtill, preſerve my Love, 
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Lady. 
I'm glad to- hear it; for L vow 
All that I'm worth's about me now: 
Give me, my Dear, one kind Embrace, 
And you my whole Eſtate poſſe ſs. 
With folded Arms you may, God knows, 
My Lands and Tenements inclole : 
1 have no Bags of hoarded Gold; 
No Sums of tarniſh'd Coin untold ; 
No fruitful Grounds to pleaſe your Sight, 
But what you plough'd the nuptial Night; 
No Manſion- houſe, or Farm beſide, 
But you've already occupy d; 
No coſtly Garden for your Pleafure, 
But what your ſelf may ſow at leiſure : 
I have no Wealth but what you ſee; 
You have my whole Eſtate in me. 


| Husband. 
I'll ſwear you are a merry Lady, 

You banter well, whoever bred'ye-; 

I find you only want to try 

My Temper and Sincerity, 

And whether that my Love's as 2 27 | 
As ve aver'd it is to you. 

You may jeſt on, but ſiH ſhall find 
Your Frolick cannot change my Mind: 
J have too great a Paſſion for ye, 
Than to give Ear to ſuch a Story + 
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You may uſe twenty Whims like theſe; 
And try me farther, if you pleaſe, 

But all your Wit won't damp my Flame ; 
| You'll ever find my Love the ſame, 


Lady. 

I'm glad with all my Heart, to hear 
Your Kindneſs is ſo great, my Dear, 
That whatſoe'er I chance to prove, 
"Twill no Ways diſoblige your Love: 
But really I'd not have you flatter 
| Your ſelf with what's to come herea'ter F- 
| For here's my All, and, to be plain, 

{ Your farther Hopes are but in vain, 

| The whole of my poor narrow Fortune, 
Will lie within the nuptial Curtain; 

| You've had it all, I do proteſt,” 

| Between the Sheets, and you know beſt 

The Worth of what you have poſſeſt. 
Believe me, Sir; for, by my Life, 
| You've nothing with me, but a Wife; 
I'm therefore glad to hear my Charms 
| Alone have won you to my Arms, 

And that your Love will ſtill be ſteady, 
Tho' diſappointed by your Lady. 

Beauty alone deſerves the Favour, 

| And true Eſteem of thoſe that have her 
She's a ſweet Bleſſing of her ſelf, , 
Tho? ſhe can boaſt no Bags of Pelf; 
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That's a ſmall Fault, a Man of Hononr 
Will ſcorn to look the worſe upon her, 


| Husband. | 

How can your Tongue ſuch Stories tell ? 
Pl ſwear you humour't mighty well, 
You do't as prettily, my Dear, 
As if bred up in Theatre, 
Enough to make my Hopes give Way, 
And my ſelf credit what you ay ; 
But that, alas! I know you better, 
And am aflur'd you're no ſuch Creature. 
Vou may jeſt on, but you forget 
I've got the Deeds of your Eſtate; 
I've all your Writings, I am ſafe, 
Your Banter only makes me laugh. 
Beſides, I've had, from ſev'ral Hands, 
A good Account of all your Lands; 
Know every Tittle of your Fortune, 


What's doubtful, and what's truly certain; 


To think what pretty Tales you make, 
What Wit you ſhew, what Pains you take 
To try your Husband and your Lover, 


In hopes to cunningly diſcoyer 


Which is moſt welcome to his Arms, 
Your Fortune, or your youthful Charms ; 
But I aſſure you, ſtill the latter 

Is the dear Bleſſing, I ſought 'ter ; 

Tho' a good Dowry, I confels, . 


Adds ſomething to the Happineſs, 
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Becauſe the richer {till we be, 
The more ſecure from Poverty. 


5 1 bh 1: 

Dream as you pleaſe of Golden Joys, 
And think you've made a wealthy Choice; 
But, as I live, at laſt you'll find 
Your Hopes all vaniſh into Wind; 
For all thoſe Writings you have ſeen, 
Were only forg'd to draw you in; 
And, in Reality, relate 
To nothing but a feign'd Eftate ; 
Fat Acres floating in the Air, 


And mighty Sams, the Lord knows where; 


A Manſion lin'd with eoftly Goods, 

Built only in the miſty Clouds; 

Rich Farms and 'Tenements that lie 

| In remote Corners of the Sky, 

So far behind the Light, I doubt, 

Hamſtead himſelf can't find 'em out: 

And this, by all the Charms of Vouth 

And Beauty, I aver for Truth; | 
I therefore beg you'll not deceive 

| Your ſelf, but what J ſay, believe, 

And not depend on idle Fancies, 

For all my Writings are Romances, 

Contriv'd by cunning Heads to gain me 

A Husband, able to maintain me; 

And fince *twas your unhappy Lot 

To be the Gudgeon to be caught, 
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I humbly beg you to be eaſy; 

For if my Perſon will not pleaſe ye, 
I have no Lands to mend the Matter, 
Nor Bags to make your Bargain better. 
This is the Caſe moft truly ſtated; 
And ev'ry Tittle I've related, 

Is Truth, I ſwear, upon my Knees, 

So now deal with me as you pleaſe. 


Husband. 

I am amaz'd! And can there be 
So beautiful a Snake as thee ? 
O! Jilt, am I at laſt out<witted, 
Betray'd, impos'd npon, and cheated ; 
Tempted to take a wicked, frail, 
Allaring Serpent by the Tail; 
And hng the Vermin that has bit 
The loving Hand that cheriſh'd it ? 
How could your liſt'ning treach'rous Ear, 
My Love, with ſeeming Pleaſure, hear; 
And your baſe Tongue conceal the while 
The Drift of all your crafty Guile ? 
Had you had Gratitude or Honour, 
| You'd told me your Condition ſooner, 
And made me ſenſible before 
Our Marriage, of your windy Dow'r, 
And not have put this Trick upon me. 
Why, Huſſy, you have quite undone me: 
My Eftate's mortgag'd, I ayer it, | 
And with your Fortune hop'd to-clear it; 
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But now, inſtead of that, I'm worſe 

By wedding ſuch a Female Curſe, 

That has mare Coney-skin than Purſe : 
Nor are your ſelf, you wicked Creature, 
By your Deceit, a Jot the Better. 


Lady, 
| Yes, I'm a Lady, by your Fayour ; 
| That's ſomething I haye gain'd however; 
But had I been what you ſuppos'd, 
I find J had been finely'noos'd 
To an old ſurfeited Debauch, 
A beggar'd Knight without a Coach; 
A Fumbler with a dipt Eſtate ! 
[ vow and ſwear a hopeful Mate 
For a rich Heireſs full of Charms, 
| To chuſe into her youthful Arms, 
No: had J been that happy She, 
Your Worſhip took me firſt to be, 
| You ſhould have been no Match for me. 


But where's your mighty Love, my Dear ? 


Your am'rous Paſſion cools, I fear; 

Your everlaſting Kindneſs now 

Seems wither'd like a Winter's Bough, 
One ſudden unexpected Puff 

Has blown your Flame into a Snuff, 

Extinguiſh'd that robuſt Deſire, 

And caus'd that never- cooling Fire, 


To burn like Candle in the Socket. 


That whiz'd of late like mount ing Rocket, 
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| Husband. 

Fly from me, Fezabel, to eaſe me, 
And now you've chousd me, do not teaſe me. 
What mortal Man can love a Jade, 

A Jilt, by whom he's thus betray'd ; 
A German Princeſs, and, no Doubt, 

A Slut, an arrand Whore to boot, 
Whoſe luſtfal mercenary Tail is 

The caſt-off Curſe of Pimps and Baylies ? 
And I, forſooth, muſt prove the Fool, 


Mark'd out to honour ſuch a Trull; 


And tho? you've been debas d already 

By hundreds, muſt be call'd my Lady! 
Yon Strumpet, get you from my Sight, 

I hate you, as an Owl the Light. 


' You teaſing, prating Spawn of Evil; 


You cunning, pretty Toad ; you Devil ; 


Vou cheating Minx, III never own ye; 
I'Il have no Wife that has no Money. 


You're ſome Bawd's Daughter, or as bad; 
Huzzy, you've made me raving mad ö 
More frantick than a daneing Bear - 

My Reaſon's flown I know not where. 
Get thee, I ſay, from out my Reach, 

Or I ſhall ſcratch thee for a Witch 3 

I'm by your Sorcery enchanted, | 
Hag-ridden, plagn'd, tormented, haunted ; 
And ſhall, unleſs you fly the Place, 

Spit Pins and Needles in thy Face. - 
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Lady. 
Well ſaid, my Dear, I'm now aſſur'd 

You've a great Value for your Word, 

And that my Beanty was the Bait 

That tempted more than my Eſtate. 

O! what a Paſſion you have for me! 
| How much you love me, and adore me! 
| Tho' diſappointed of the Rents 

Of my fat Lands and Tenements, 
And find my Fortune is ſo ſmall,. 
That your own Hand may cover't all, 
Yet, how your am'rons Flame continnes 
To chear your Heart and warm your Sinews |! 
What due Reſpet! how much good Nature 
You ſhew to your dear charming Creature ! 
Your pretty Phubs, your Duck, your Jewel, 
| Whoſe pow'rful Charms, had ſhe been cruel, 
Had kill'd you with their Darts out-right, 
And martyr'd her enamour'd Knight, 
poor Gentleman! had I not loy'd, : 
How fatal muſt my Scorn haye prov'd ? 
[But what coy Dame could take upon her 
To flight ſo brave a Man of Honour, 

And with a croſs diſdainful Frown, 
Doom him to ſtab, to hang, or drown, 
hen his pure Love was ſo refin'd, 
His Tongue ſo true, his Heart ſo kind, 
hat he deſpis'd ignoble Drofs, 


And valu'd nothing but the Laſs, 
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L 
For her ſweet Temper, and her Beauty, 
And ſomething elſe above he Shoe- tie? 


"JE, Husband. 
O ! Impudence, to thus npbraid me, 
When your vile Cunning has betray'd me. 


What wanton Sorc refs have I wedded/? 
What Beggar hugg'd? What Strumpet bedded ? ] 
Some Shoplift, full of Tricks and Wiles, 


Perhaps bred up in ſweet St. Giles ; 

Or ſome expert Town-trading Quane, 
Begot and nurs'd in Water-Lane, 

Who has, for Years, along the Side 

Of Holbourn-Ditch, and Fleet-ftreet ply'd ; 
T'll ſwear a very hopeful Bride 

A modeſt pretty Lady, truly, 

Kick'd from the Arms of ſome Town-bully, 
Juft piping-hot, perhaps from Stews, 

As fine a Match as Man would chuſe ! 

What a ſweet Bargain have I got, 

And may be pox'd, as like as not ? 

O ! thon confounded common. Witch, 

If 'twan't for Shame, I'd call you B 
Muſt I by your lewd Tail, be brought 
To Flannel-Shirt, and Spitting-Pot ? 
Be gone, I ſay, or ] ſhall thumb 
Your Trollilols, and foot your Bum : 
Bid my Man turn you out of Door ; 
And, Slut, if e're you own me more, 


Il cry aloud, a Whore, a Whore, 


Lair 


Lady. 
Indeed, Sir Samuel, if you do, 
il cry out Cuekold, Cuckold too. 
However, ſinee your Spleen's ſo high, 5 
PII quit your Room till by and by, 
And give your Paſſion time to cool, 
That Reaſon may again bear Rule. 
But ſtill remember I'm your Wife, 
And muſt and will be ſo for Life; 
For Law can do no leſs than right her, 
Wh''as done no more than bit the Biter. 


Moral REFLEXIONS on the fore- 
going Dialogue. 0 


E that his own Defects would hide 
H From a rich Miſtreſs, to deceive her, 
f he's out- itte d by his Bride, 

He ought in Reaſon to forgive her, 


F an old fumbling Fool will wed ; 


| Abandſome Laſs, that's brisk and younip, 
Und ſhe defiles her nuptial Bed, 


The Cuckold oug ht to hold his Tongue, 


or had the Dotard prudent been, 
And well confider d bis Decay, 
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He might have eaſily foreſeen W 
Ai, Horns before the Wedding · Day. I: 


So be who knows bis own Eftate 
Deep morigag d, aud himſelf undone, 
And thinks a Woman's Fortune great, 
Mo, in her Conſcience, knows ſhe'as none: 


And he, to win the cunning Dame, 
Pretends to be the Lord knows what, 
And ſhe ſets up to be the ſame, 
When marry'd, "tis but Tit for Tat. 


The Man's commended now-a-days, 

That wins a Dame, and does out-wit hey ; 

I think ſhe merits equal Praiſe, | 
That has the Wit to bite the Biter, 


DIALOGUE X. 


Between a non-jurant Clergy man, and 
his contentious Lady, about taking 
the Oaths to the late Government. 


Wife. 
HY will you prove ſo obſtinate, my Dear, 


And rather chuſe to ſtarve, than yield to 
| wear! 
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Why give up all the Comforts of your Life, | 
Expoſe to Want, your Children, and your Wife ; 
Hug your own Ruin thro' a holy Pride, 


Which Int'reſt calls you now to lay afide ; 

and common Safety, that prevailing Plea, 

Juſtifies thoſe who wiſely do agree ? 

Conſider, therefore, and in time comply, 

You may, perhaps, on ſome Miſtakes rely ; 

And then, how fatal *twould hereafter be, 

That Error ſhould beget our Miſery ? 
| Secure the Living firſt you've long poſſeſt, 

And then diſcuſs the Point within your Breaft ; 

Poſtpone your Conſcience, till you've once com- 
| (ply'd, 
Then if you 'gainſt your ſelf the Cauſe decide, 

You'll find your Error on the lafeft Side. 


Eusband, 
Thou talk'd, alas! like Fob's nnhappy Wife, 
| Who bid him curſe the God that gave him Life; 
Or like unhappy Eve, whoſe ill Advice 
Loſt Adam and herſelf their Paradice. 
O! faithleſs Woman, ignorant and blind, 
To prefer Plenty to a quiet Mind, 


| And vain Externals, that abound below, | i 
q To heav'nly Comforts that from Conſcience flow. 15 
Where does the Peace of human Life abound, 1 


Bat in the pious Breaſt, that feels no Wound ? 
d to Who then, that knows his Duty, would controul 
ir? hö unerring DiRates of his peaceful Soul, 
G 2 
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No, Female Satan, I abhor thy Pride; 


| You ſee your Dioceſan led the Way; 
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For Int'reſt Sake, that falſe miſtaken Good, 


That blinds the Great, and tempts the brainleſs 
(Crowd? 


My Rule of Faith's my Conſcience, that my Guide: 
Nor ſhall | waver from ſo juſt a Caule, 

T hat's firmly built on Heav'n's eternal Laws. 
Shall I that Doctrine I have taught, explode, 
To prove my ſelf a Hypocrite of Mode; 

Preach one Thing, and, by vile Example, ſhew 
J long have taught what I confeſs untrue ? 

No, graceleſs Help-mate, I alone ſhall truſt 

Jo that kind Providence that's always juſt : 

And not, to ſave my Living, ſhame my Life, 

To pleaſe the Pride of a contentious Wife. 
Well may that Prieſt be deem'da Knave or Fool, 
Who o'er his Conſcience lets a Woman rule | 


Wife. 
Thouſands, as juſt and learn'd as yon, we find, 
On ſecond Thoughts, have wiſely chang'd their 
: (Mind 
And when they found the doubtful Seaſon paſt, | 
Tho' they refus'd at firſt, comply'd at laſt. 


And why ſhould you from his Example ſtray ? 
He's your Superiour ; and ſince he complies, 

Who is ſo grave, ſo juſt, fo learn'd and wiſe, 

The World will but condemn your loyal Zeal, 
And think you dang'rcus to the Common-weal. 
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125 
Beſides, you ſee the greateſt Men conform 
Andall, to guard the Nation's Saviour, arm.. 
The wiſer Prieſts for little David pray, 

Extol his Vertues, and his Pow'r obey ; 

Confirm his Title to the regal Throne, 

And bleſs good Heav'n for placing him thereon, 
The Jndges and the Law his Right maintain, 
Allow his Edicts, and aſſert his Reign. 

The joyful Crowd, with one united Voice, 

In loud Huzza's proclaim their happy Choice. 
And are not theſe ſufficient to conyince 

Your ſqueamiſh Conſcience, he'syour lawful Prince 
And that you ought to ſwear as others do, 


| Toth' Pow'r that now protects both them and you ? 
= 


And not oppoſe, thro' a pedantick Pride, 
What by the major Part is juſtify'd ; 

As if you thought "twas Juſtice to complain 
Againſt that regal Pow'r the Laws maintain, 
And Wiſdom to be ſingular and yain ? 


Husband. 
Majority is but a ſlender Plea ; 
Common Conſent is not enough for me, 
The greater part, we may obſerve, in ſpite 


Of Heav'ns good Laws, in Wickedneſs unite, 


And thouſands daily do from Vertue ſtray, 

To one good Man, that keeps the milky Way. 
Muſt therefore he, who from the Crowd diſſents, 
To pleaſe the World, forſake his Innocence; 
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Treſpaſs-on Conlcience, *cauſe the brainleſs Rour 
Deſpiſe its Dictates, and proceed without? 
The major Part their baneful Luſts purſue, 

Muſt he that's juſt, comply, and do ſo too? 
The greater Number are by Iot'reſt ſway d, 

And by the Hopes of worldly Wealth miſled, 

To cheat, revile, invent a thouſand Lies, 

To ſhame the Pions, and detract the Wiſe. 

If by ſuch Means they can their Ends obtain, 
And make their Sins but centre in their Gain, 
Muſt therefore he, who fears to tread awry, 
Turn vile, and with the common Vogue comply ? 
The Great, we ſee, are by Ambition ſpurr'd ; 
The Knight turns Traytor, to become a Lord: 
The Lawyer in an odious Cauſe will drudge, 
To pleaſe the Court, in hopes to be a Judge, 


The Prieſt, to ſerve the Times, will play his Part, 


Change his old Doctrine, and the Text pervert ; 
Will cant, recant, and re-recant again, 

For rey'rend Lawn, or to be made a Dean 
And would you alſo have me play the Ape, 
Like Proteus, in ſome new, but knaviſh Shape: 
Turn faichleſs Shepherd, baſely to betray 

My ſacred Truſt, and lead my Flock aſtray ? 
No, a brown Cruſt ſhall ſooner be my Food, 


And the cold Spring replete my Veins with Blood, 


Than I'll recant what I have preach'd long ſince, 
Or for a Living, fell my lawful Prince. 


nd 
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Wife. | 
Bat he you call ſo, has reſign'd the Throne, 
And now the Peoples David fits thereon, | 
Your Saul, thro' Fear has left you in the Lurch, 
And fled for Safety to his Idol Charch, 
Where cunning Bald-pates compliment his Zeal, 
And with Lip-falves his wounded Conſcience heal ; 


Perſwade your Monarch 'tis a glorions Thing 

To live a Biggot, rather than a King; 

They'll hug him cloſe, they've made him now their 
| (ow 

He's fitter for a Cloifter, than a Throne, 

Ir is in vain to hope for his Return, 

His Reliques ſoon muſt bleſs ſome Roman Urn, 

You may, with Safety, now he's gone, comply, 

And none but Fools will think you've ſtept awry.. 

What Man, that loves himſelf, would be undone 

For him, who to his Rival leaves his Throne; 

Deſerts his Subjedte, when they need his Aid, 

And from the publick Body ſteals the Head? 

What Man of Senſe would ſuch a Prince adore, 

And blame the Hero that has won the Pow'r ? 


Huthand, | | 

You quite miſtake. the Nature of the Caſe, 
Your bold Reffexions are both falſe and baſe, 
The People firſt their lawful Prince forſook, 
Aided his Foes, and their Allegiance broke: 
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His ſeeming Friends thoſe evil Projects laid, 


For which the King was blam'd, and next betray'd. 
They form'd each wicked Scheme, and manag'd all 


That vex'd his Subjects, and procur'd his Fall: 


They blow'd the Coals, and Ills that were their own, 


They ftill reflected on the guiltleſs Throne: 
They fill'd the Land with Jealouſy and Fear, 
Yet lull'd their Prince to think no Danger near; 
They fed the People with a thouſand Lies, | 
And did each Hour prepoſt'rons Shams deviſe ; 
Drove in malicious Wedges ev'ry Day, 
Retween the Throne, and thoſe that ſhould ohey : 
Fill'd thewebellions Mobs unthioking Brains 
With Tales of Cravats torn, and Warming-pans ; 
And when the Land was ripe for their Deſign, 
They call'd their Shadow of a Hero in, 

Who promis'd fair, declar'd he came to heal 


The Breaches 'twixt the King and Common-weal ; 


Told us the P ſhould be a Perkin made, 
But ne'er perform'd one Word of what he ſaid : 


And would you have me now diſown my King, 
For ſuch a ſtrange Dutch Thingum of a Thing ? 
No, Il firſt wear my Gown, that is ſo black, 


Till it grows grey upon my aged Back. 
Wife. 


Grant this be true : Bat when his Rival came, 
Why did your injur'd Monarch prove ſo tame? 


What made him fly, when he had Room to fight 


And without Battel, abdicate his Right? 
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That Prince is never fit to rule a Throne, 
That wants the Courage to defend his Crown. 


Husband. 

Did not his Army, who were juſtly paid, 
Well cloath'd, and on his Bounty long had fed, 
Deſert him when he needed them the moſt, 
And baſely join with the Bata vian Hoſt ? 
Were not ſome faithleſs Troops, that ſtaid behind, 
To the like odious Treachery. inclin'd ?. 
Did not his neareſt Relatives forſake | 
His Camp, and on his Preſence turn their Back? 
Would not ſach Uſage make the braveſt Prince 
Deſpond, in ſuch a dang*rous Exigence, 
Whoſe Father had experienc'd long before. 
The cruel Rage of a rebellious Pow'r 2 

Muſt he have leap'd into the Hands. of thoſe 
Who were, from Traytors, turn'd to open Foes, 
And could for no true Safety hope, "tis plain, 

But in the fatal Period of his Reign? 
Or muſt he've call'd an Army from the Skies, 
To've ſtood the Fury of his Enemies? 


What other Meaſures had the Suff 'rer left, 


When of his Army, and his Friends bereft, 
But to withdraw his Perſon, and defeat 
Their pointed Malice by a ſafe Retreat? 
Yet, when ſuch Treach'ry made him quit the Plain, 
To's Royal Palace he return'd again, 
There tarry'd till inſulted, diſobey'd, 

And baſely threaten'd, 4 longer ſtay'd; 

| 5 


e [ 130 ] 
Left deſtitute of Servants and of Friends, 
Who vaniſh'd to purſue ignoble Ends, : 
Whilft their kind Royal Maſter look'd around 
For thoſe that would not in Diſtreſs be found; 
Arm'd only with the Patience of a Fob, 
Expos'd to all the Fury of a Mob. 
Was it not then high time to make his Way, 
When his approaching Foes forbid his Stay, 


And with their ſaucy Scoffs and Threats allarm'd, 


A naked Prince deſerted and diſarm'd, 

Who, if he'd ſtay'd, could no Relief propoſe, 

But his own Dagger, or, at leaſt, his Foes > 
How then can you, like the miſtaken Crowd, 

Aſſert he did thoſe Things he diſavow'd, 

And that he left his People and his Throne, 

Becauſe he wiſely from their Fury run, 


When threat*ning Force and Malice chas'd him hence 


To ſeek Protection from a foreign Prince? 

So thoſe that ſet the Tile, or fix the Gin, 
May blame the Stag that will not fall therein, 
Or the raſh Sportiman curſe the feeble Hare, 
And call her Caution Cowardice and Fear, 


'Cauſe, when allarm'd by the approaching Hounds, 


She quits her Form, and flics to diſtant Grounds. 
Rebellion never wants a fair Pretence, 

The Throne is always loaded with Offence ; 

And if the Rebels once effe& their Aim, SIP 

By ſacred Cheats they ſhuffle off the Shame, 

And on their injur'd Prince heap all the Blame» 
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How then can I, by holy Orders bound 

To Vertue, Truth and Juſtice, ſtand my Ground; 

And, without Scandal to my Function, turn Wea 

A Foe to whom I have Allegiance ſworn ; 

And, to become a faithleſs Prieſt of Mode, 

Deny my King, as Peter did his God! 

Not I, I'll ſooner be a ſtarving Prieſt, 

To him that feeds the Poor, a welcome Gueſt, 

Than ſhare the Dainties of a Traytor's-Feaſt. 


Wife. 

Let the Caſe be as 'twill, *tis yet ſevere, 
That Conſcience ſhould with Int'reſt interſere- 
If ſuch a Tyrant muſt compel the Mind, : 
And to our Ruin, human Actions bind, 
Whoever hugs the Darling in his Breaſt, 
Is ſure to live much injur'd and oppreſt. 
If ſuch a Pilot be allow'd to ſteer 
In what affects our Happineſs ſo near; 
Conſcience, f 'r ought I know in a Caſe like wy 
May bring us to a thouſand Miſeries ; , 


And that can be no heav*nly Pilot, ſure. 
That ſteers us to be ſcandalous and poor, 


The Son had ne'er his Father's Throne poſſeſt, 
Had Conſcience goyern'd his heroick Breaft ; 
Nor could the happy Change have e'er * made, 
Had his kind Friends that fooliſh Guide obey d. 
The Great and Wiſe, we ſee, ne'er condeſcgnd! 
To ſuch vain Shadows, that oppoſe theit End, 
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But eaſt behind their Backs ſuch idle Toys, 


T' improve their Riches, and purſue their Joys. 


The Ps, who are wiſer far than you, 
Diſdain ſuch Cob- webs, and at once break thro: : 
They ſcorn to quit the Grandeur they poſſeſs, 
For Trifles, but hold faſt their Happineſs. 


Why then ſhould you purſue a diff rent Way, 
- And ſeem to be more righteous far than they * 7 


Conſcience is nothing but a Chain deſign'd 
To bind the flaviſh Part of human Kind; 
A holy Cord the Church has ſpun, to tie 
The Low, that they may truckle to the High: 
Therefore the Prieſt deſerves Contempt, that wears 
The Fetters he for hamble Fools prepares, 


The worthleſs Spider is, alas! too wiſe 


T' entangle 'mſelf i'th* Web he does deviſe 
With ſo much Art, to catch the little Flies. 


Beſides, the Hurdles are not to confine 


The Shepherd, but to hold his Flock therein, 
The Foll'wer muſt not from his Leader ſtray; 
Bur ſtill the Guide has Leave to chuſe his Way. 
Shame on your holy Weakneſs, to withſtand 
His right of Pow'r, confirm'd by all the Land; 
Back'd by the Laws, obey'd by Men of Senſe, 
As their ſare Refuge, and their beft Defence; 
Deny'd by none but Mad-men, who agree 
To ſtill be Vaſſals, when they may be free. 
Prithee, my Dear, put off this Fool's Diſguiſe, 
And fhew yourſelf leſs Ioyal, and more wiſe : 
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Let not the Tyrant you yourſelf have made, 
Againſt your worldly Int'reſt be obey d, 
Leſt rhoſe of greater Senſe ſhould ſcofling ſay, 
You've rais'd a Devil which you cannot lay. 
* 
Husband. 

Bad is your Cauſe, and weakly you defend, 
Begin in Folly, in Prophanenefs end. 
Have I fo long, to little purpoſe, taught, 
No Grace infus'd, no Truth, no Conſcience 

(wrought ? 

Conſcience, the Sum of all we know, that's good, 
All we believe, if bred as Chriſtians ſhou'd : 
The good Man's Pilot in a Storm or Calm, 
That in all Weathers ſafely ſteers the Helm: 
The inward Judge of Right or Wrong, that ſeorns 
A golden Bribe to ſerve ignoble Turns: 
The beft Phyſician in the worſt Diſeaſe, 
That gives us good Adviee, but takes no Fees : 
In all Afflictions generous and kind, 
Cuard of our Peace, and Regent of the Mind: 
And would you have me ſlight ſo good a Guide, 
So true a Friend, to humour female Pride, 
Deſpiſe its Dictates, when I know they're juſt, 
And ſtruggle with. the Pow'r, I onght.to- truſt ; 
Rebel againft that Grace, which. God has giv'n, 
And fight at once with Conſcience, and with Heay*n» 
No, 'tis not all.the Taunts a Wife can uſe, 
Shall force Conſent to what I now refuſe + 
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No Dread of Danger, or the Fear of Want, 
Make me turn Hypoerite, or Sycophant; 
Bow te an Idol 1 ſhall always hate, 
That a good Wife may live ptofuſely great. 
No, Bady, you ſhall firft reduce your Pomp, 


Reform your Dreſs, and low'r your cockling Rump; 


Abate your Dainties, ſpin, inſtead of play, 
And turn your Sattin into Grogram grey, 
E're I'll, for ſordid Gain, my Conſcience ſmother, 


And ſwallow Oaths repugnant to each other, 


Moral REELEx10NS on the fore- 
going Dialogue, 


E ought on Conſcience to rely, 
Provided it be formꝰ aright ; 


But if it's falſe, wwe tread awry, 


By folPwing a deceitful Light, 


Good Conſcience is a: Rule, that's built 
Upon our Knowledge, and our Faith, 

It judges and condemns our Guilt, 
And ſhews us the Celeftial Path. 


But that which to our Int reſt bends 
As vile Partiality yequires, 

I Self- Opinion that depends 
On our yain Hopes, and looſe De ſirat. 


Be 


Ab 
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Tb: righteous Conſcience will diſpute 
Our Luſts, and make us condeſcend : 


Thus to the Good our Lives we ſuit, 2 
The Bad we to our Actions bend. | 


The one «vill o'er our Paſſions rule, 
And govern like a lawful prince; 
The otber, like the Peoples Tool, 
Will how and bum'r us in our Sins. 


In a ſound Conſcience eve are ſafe, 
Tat will oblige us to obey ; 

But truſt not to a Whale-bone Staff, 
That as we lean, bends any Way. 


DIALOGUE KI. 


| Between a handſome Money. getting 
Shrew, and a Husband that depends 
. . 7 
upon his Wife's Pocket. 
Wife. 

Y Dear, I've ftay'd a little late; 
But you, I know, don't value that. 

If I can but ſupply your Wants, 
And humour your Extravagance, 


I find you care not where I wander, 
Let you have Money but to ſquander : 
But pray ſuppoſe, when thus I go 
Abroad, that I ſhould meet ſome Beau 
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That's rich, and ſwears he loves me dearly, 
And would allow me ſo much yearly, 
That we ſhould flow and rowl in Money, 
If he might fix the Horns upon ye 
Could you contentedly comply 
With ſuch a Lover, by the by; 
Look kindly when he comes to ſee me,. W 


Shake Hands, go out, and leave him wi' me; F. 
Return at Night without a Frown, | P 
And ne'er reflect at what we'd done, 

But freely, from your Heart, forgive all 

The Favours granted to your Rival; 

Call me your Phubs, your pretty Fool, 

Your Cockadil, your charming Soul, 

And be as fond, altho' for certain, 

You know I'm kiſs'd behind the Curtain, 

As an old Alderman, new-wedded 

To a plump Lady with a red Head, 

Who'as fifty times before been bedded ? 
Could you but do thoſe Things, my Honey, 
I ought not then to grutch you Money ; 

Elſe why ſhould I, that ama Woman, 


> i OY 


| Maintain a Spouſe, a Thing uncomman ; 


And, like a Novice, condeſcend 

To work and ſlave that you may ſpend ? 
The very Cock with fiery Gills, 

That ſtruts about with armed Heels; 
That crows and flutters in ſuch State, 


Should he exadt his feather'd Mate 
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To ſcrape the reaking Dung-hill for him, 
They'd cackle o'er him, and abhor him, 
And into neighb'ring Yards would rove, 
To ſeek out ſome more gen'rous Love. 

The Husband therefore that depends 

Upon his Wife for what he ſpends, 

By way of Gratitude, ſhould grant her 
What Spark ſhe pleaſes, to gallant her; 
For one good Turn, I've heard my Mother 
Say often, well deſeryes another. 


Husband. 

I own you gen'couſly ſupply me, 
And ſeldom, when I ask, deny me : 
But ſhould I promiſe to connive at 
Thoſe Liberties you ſeem to drive at, 
And give you Leave to ſport with twenty, 
If my ſelf cannot content ye, 
I know you are too wiſe a Woman 
To turn your Cloſe into a Common, 
And let your Neighbours till and ſow 
That Gronnd which T alone ſhould mow; 
Nor would you (had you an Intent 
To take a Looſe) ask my Conſent, _ 
Becuuſe you cannot but believe it 
Muſt go againſt the Grain to give it; 
For tho* a Wife be apt to crack 
The Sev'nth Commandment on her Back, 

nd by her gadding out a-Nights, 
Her wanton Carriage, and her Slights, 


9 


Or by ſome Letters found about her. 


Her Husband has good Cauſe to doubt her; 


Yet, ſhonld ſhe ask her jealous Spouſe 
To give her Leave to horn his Brows, 
He'd ſcorn to be conſenting to it, 

Tho! without Leave he knows ſhe'll do it. 
A Man may patiently endure 

A Pain that will admit no Cure, 

Yet cannot frame a Mind to be 
Conſenting to the Milery, 

The Wretch that is condemn'd to (wing, 
Submits unto the Hempen String, 

Yet does not willingly comply, 

Becauſe he'd rather live than die, 

So, tho" a Man believes his Wife 

Has dub'd him Cuckold for his Life ; 
(For he that's once a Buck, we know, 
Has th* Honour always to be ſo) 

Tho? he fits eaſy underneath 

The Branches of his horny Wreath, 

And ſhews no Anger for his bearing 
Thoſe Arms he cannot help the wearing, 
Yet that's no Argument he's pleas'd 


With Plagues of which he can't be cas'd ; 


No more than that himſelf does chaſe, 
Thoſe Things he would, but can't refuſe. 
Therefore if I am doom'd to carry 
That Creſt, which many do that marry, 
Remember, when you take the Freedom 
To plant my Horns before I need em, 


Y, 
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That *tis not done with my Conſent, 

Tho' I ſeem eaſy and content 

With what I would, but can't prevent : 
For ſhould you, by your Luft, be hurry'd 
To Ills that ſhould diſgrace my Forehead ; 
Yet, if you will be ſuch a Tilt, 

I'll be no Partner in the Guilt. 


Wife. 

But I ſuppoſe, if I got Wealth, 
By kiſſing ſome rich Cuff by Stealth, 
Tho! angry, I ſhould prove untrue t'ye, 
You'd yery gladly ſhare the Booty, 
And never ask which way *twas gain'd, 
Had you but what your ſelf could ſpend, 
$9 the baſe Coward, that's unwilling 
T'aſſiſt his Friends in Ven'ſon-ſtealing, 
Yet, when a Gang of merry Fellows, 
That neither Priſon fear, nor Gallows, 
Hive ſtoll'n a Buck to make a Feaſt, 
He'll gladly ſhare the horned Beaſt, 
And eat as freely as the reſt, 
I think his ſharing of the Prey, 
Makes him as guilty fall as they ; 
For all the World, we find, believes 
Receivers are as bad as Thieves. 
Therefore if I ſhould tread awry, 
And you're content to live thereby, 
Altho* you ſeem to diſapprove 


Of my unjuſt, but gaiafal Leve, 
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Yet, if you freely ſhare with me 

The Fruits of my Adultery, 

From thence, I think, tis very plain, 
That you're conſenting, in the Main, 
To all the Wrongs that I have done ye, 
Becauſe you ſnack the Purchaſe-Mouey. 


Husband. 

Not right; for pray ſuppoſe that you 
Was lov'd by ſome rich God knows who, 
And you ſhould eaſe his Pain for Profit, 
When I, alas! think nothing of it, 

But ſtill believe you unpollated, 

And my ſelf hornleſs, when cornuted, 
Till I ſhould fee new Rings and Lockets, 
And Gold by Hand-fulls in your Poekets, 
Tis likely then I ſhould diſtruſt 

'You had comply'd to be unjuſt, 

To eaſe ſome wealthy Letcher's Luſt. 
And when I thus ſurmiſe yoy naught, 
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| Tho' neyer tax you with your Fau't, 
| I ſhould with Patience ſhare the Gains Til 
1 And Earnings of your ſinfal Pains, In 
1 Such Condeſcenſion does not prove Yo 
ll I'm pleas'd with your adult'rous Love, Ye 
| Or that I am conſenting to it, Tc 
| *Cauſe you ſupply me when you do it. Yo 
It is no Sin, as I conceive, Hi 


To take what others freely give; 
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The Folly in the Action lies, 
Not in the Money; there you're wiſe. 
If you, to pleaſe ſome am'rous Noddy, | 

Shall hazard both your Soul and Body, 
Ne'er fancy 'tis a wicked Thing 

Taccept a Watch, or Diamond-Ring ; 24 
Or that a Bag, or green knit Purſe 
Of Guineas, makes the Crime the worſe : | | 
And pray believe, that when you find | 
Your gen'rous Spark ſo over-kind, | 
To line your Pocket, like a Friend, 
With more than female Pride can ſpend, 
You ought, by Way of Reparation, 

To yield your Spouſe Participation 

Of all the Fruits of your Tranſgreſſion, 
That Golden Preſents, heap'd upon him, 
May *tone for the Abuſe you *ve done him, = 
And by their Value, let him fee | 
You're ſorry for the In jury, 0 
Altho' the Dev'l has hook'd you in 
So far, you cannot leave the Sin, © | 

But then, becauſe he does not call you 

Jilt, Stcumpet, Whore, kick, thump, and maul you, 
In Paſſion, to your Neighbours ſhew _ | 

Your Faults, as hot-brain'd Cuckolds do; 

Yet, if the Fool be thus content 

To bear his Horns without Complaint, f 
You muſt not take, thro' Indiſcretion, 
His Patience for his Approbation ; 
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For that's but like a Raſcal's thieving 
From one that's eaſy and forgiving, 

Then ſwearing what was ſtoll'n, was lent, 
And that the Loſer gave Conſent, 


Wife. 
That Simily's quite out of Place, 
And comes not np unto the Caſe. 
Suppoſe us Partners in a Pond 
That chanc'd to lie amidſt my Ground, 


And all the Uſe, alas! you make on't, 


Is but to keep it for the Sake on't, 

Or now and then, perhaps, to water 
Old Ball, not worth the looking a'ter ; 
And when I walk Abroad, I find 

My Neighbours have a longing Mind 


To bring their Stone-hotſe, or their Bull, 


To drink at our refreſhing Pool ; 

And one he makes a tempting Offer, 

A ſecond Spark a larger Proffer ; 

A third affirms he loves me dearly, 
Swears that he'll give me ſo much yearly ; 
And I, more prudent than to loſe 

A Bargain you'd, perhaps, refuſe, 

Suffer my Neighbour, by the by, 


My wat ring Place to occupy, 


As often as his Nag's a-dry, 
Tho' what's agreed between us two, 
Or more, remains unknown to you, 
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Yet, if T let you ſhare the Rent, 
| think you ought to be content; 
And ſhould I tell you by what Means 
| rais'd thoſe Demi- Gods, the Pence, 
Yon're bound to thank me for improving 


A Spot your ſelf is paſt the loving, 

And ought to wonder how I raiſe 

So much by ſuch a wat*ry Place, 
Which would, alas ! no Profit bring, 
Without my prudent managing ; 


Did I not turn it to Account, 

Ard raiſe a Penny by that Pond, 

Of which my Neighbours are ſo fond. 
What, tho* I never ask'd you Leave. 

If honeſtly to you I give 

Moſt of the Money I receive, 

Altho' I never plainly told 

Which Way, perhaps, I got the Gold, 

Yet ſurely you might eas'ly gaebs, 

Since I no Lands or Hoards poſſeſs; 

And if you do but barely fancy, 

Tis got by female Necromancy, 

And gladly ſhare what's earn'd thereby, 

It does your free Conſent imply, 

Orelſe you'd query, when I brought it, 

Before you took it, how I got it; 

And if you diſapprov'd the Means, 

Rebuke me for my gainful Sins, 


Ard you, perhaps, muſt ſtarve, thro* Want, 
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And, in a Paſſion, ſhew you ſcorn 


A tipt, or any other Horn; 

Deſpiſe thoſe Sums that have been made 

Betrayers of your nuptial Bed : 

And that's your Way, if Iſhould do't, 
T' avoid the Slander of a Brute 
That's horn'd, and yet conſenting to t. 
But on the contrary, if I, 

As many do, ſhould tread a-wry, 

And when my Pocket, by my Placket, 
Ts filled, and you make bold to ſnack it, 
T think, in ſharing the Reward, | 
You plainly with my Vice accord, 
Contract more Guilt of my ill Courſes, 
Than I, that carry both the Purſes ; 
For if you wink, that ſhould chaſtife, 
Becauſe my Sins give you Supplies 

In both the ſhameful Error lies. 


: 
: 
: 
: 
1 
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| Husband, 

At this Rate he that wears the Horn, 
Muſt have no Bleſſing in Return; 
For when you gain by your Amours, 
You'd have both Gold and Pleaſure yours, 
And only keep your patient Spouſe, 
To mark your Sins upon his Brows ; 
As Bakers, truſting into Allies, 
Do Loaves upon their wooden Tallies. 
But after all, I hope, my Lady, 
You're not ſo buxom, or ſo greedy, 
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As firſt to horn a Husband's Pate, 
And then to uſe him at this Rate ! 
] hope what has between us paſt, 
At worſt, is but a Jeft at laſt ; 

And tho”, it's true, for Spending-Money , | 
Sometimes 1 do depend upon ye, 

Yetafter all your merry ſpeaking, 

Can't think 'tis got by Basket- making; 
For ſhould I know one Penny of it 

To be ſuch wicked ſhameful Profit, 

Twould gaul my Soul, you need not doubt it, 
And make me fret and fame about it, 
Altho' I could not live without it. 

Yet, if a Wife, by her Gallants, 
Supplies her Husband in his Wants, 
Why ſhonld he rattle, rave, and curſe, 
The Money's not a Jot the worſe ; 
Altho' I cannot but allow 
Tis odly earn'd, I know not how ; 


— 
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That is, a Man may truly ſay, 
'Tis got a very ugly Way. 
However, ſince there is no living 
Without expending and receiving, 
And all Men muſt, by Work or Play, 
Find Money both to ſpend and pay, 
I think that if a Wife, by Stealth, 
0-0p'rates with a Man of Wealth, 
ind he's ſo gen'rous to ſupply her 
ith all Things that ſhe can deſire, 
| H 
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And often kindly ſends her Home 
Well loaded with a uſetul Sum; 
I think her Spouſe, without Offence, 

May ſhare the wicked ill-got Pence, 

To recompence the Wrong that's done him, 
And not contract her Guilt upon him, 
Becauſe he has a Right, by Marriage, 
To all ſhe gets by her Miſcarriage. 
Beſides, a Woman that defiles 
Her Bed with John a-. Nokes or Stiles, 
We muſt allow, in ſpite of Jeſting, 

» Deſerves the Pennance of a Baſting * 
Yet, if ſhe gets but Gald to bear.off 
That Puniſhment ſhe ftands in fear of, 
She may attone for her Tranſgreſſion 
To'er Spouſe, by Way of Commutation, 

'Who'as Pow'r to take a Sum in Licu 
Of any other Pennance due, 

And, for the Sake of preſent Pay, 
Can hide he Failings, and delay 
The Broomſtaff till another Day. 
So ſhe who, for her Sins habitual, 
Is ſu'd in Bawdy Court Spiricual, 
And brought in dread of ſtanding in 
A white Sheet, which, perhaps, has been 
Aſſiſting to that very Bus'neſs, 
That brought her under ſuch Uneas'nels ; 
Yet, if the Sinner can but find 
A Purſe or Bag that's riMly lin'd, 
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She may reverſe the ſhameful Doom, 
And bid the Commons kiſs her Bum. 

Why therefore mayn't a Woman's Spouſe, 
Whoſe Fortune hangs apon his Brows, 
Forgive a Wife that loves the Sport, 

As well as any Biſhop's Court, 
In Caſe ſhe gives him Money fort? 

But if ſhe's kind, and he knows of it, 
And ſhews his Patience for no Profit, 

Such a Tom Dingle ought to wear 
More Horns than any Stag can bear, 
And on Record deſerves to be 

A Cuckold from Reſentment free, 
Odious to all Poſterity. 


WWife. 

I find then, if T made a Breach 
Of Duty with a Spark that's rich, 
And could but line your Pockets well, 
Your malmſy Noſe would never ſwell, 
But conntenance your Wife, and let her 
Be kind to thoſe that love her better, 
Yet ſwear your Dame's a vertuous Woman, 
Altho' you know ſhe's almoſt common, 
B*cauſe you would not care another 
Contented Buck ſhould call you Brother, 
But hate the jealous World ſhould think, 
That you at your Wife's Follies wink, 
Tho' you indulge her in, her Vice, 


C1 To gratify your Avarice, 
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Rather encourage, than rebuke her, 
And cover all her Shame for Luere, 
Thus let her ſin, with all your Spirit, 
But ſhun the odious Name you merit. 
So Pimps and Flatterers, that skreen 
The vitious Freaks of mighty Men, 
Conceal the Infamy they live by, 
And rail againſt the Ills they thrive by. 
But fince I find you'd be ſo humble, 
As to wear Horns, and never grumble, 
Provided that they were but gilt 

By him that makes your Wite a Jilt, 
Til try to win a rich Gallant ; 

But if I ftrive in vain, and can't, 


| I'll bribe ſome Bully of the Town 


With Cloths, and now and then a Crown, 
To ſhare the Pleaſures of your Bed, 


| And load with Horns your Cuckold's Head, 
Rather than ſuch a ger'cous Spouſe, 


Should want a Creſt t' adorn his Brows ; 

For ſince you're willing to reſign 

Your nuptial Bed-fellow for Coin, 

I'll yield my Favours at my Leiſure, 

Not for your Profit, but my Pleaſure, 
Is his your nuptial Love, you Brute, 

To have your Wife turn Proftitute ; 


A Slur, a mercenary Jade, 


To make her Sins a gainful Trade, 
And to expoſe her youthful Charms, 
For Cold, to ſome rich Letcher's Arms, 
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That you may ſwill, and have the ſpending 
Of what I get by condeſcending ? 
$9 Bullies, from their Harlots, glean 
What they purloin from other Men, 
And flouriſh by the ſiaful Lives 
Of cunning Jilts they call their Wives, | 

Is that your Aim, my hopeful Honey? 
Maſt I turn lewd to earn yon Money; 
Humour ſome rich old gouty Cit, 
| That loyes a tendef youthfal Bit; | 
| Or pleaſe ſome Lord, that leans on Crutehes, 
= To caſe th' Effects of his Debauches, | 
£1 Who may, perhaps, reward you for't, 
And give yon ſome good Place at Court, 
That you, like many more, may come 
To Honour by your Cuckoldom, ſs ; | 
And owe the Comforts of your Life 
To th' Pleaſures of a handſome Wife ? 
Money, thou Root of 111, thou baſe, 
But earthly God of human Race, 
For thee the Miſer damns his Soul, 
To only hide thee in a Hole ; 
2 For thee the Trader ſwears and lies, 
= And labours to he rich, not wiſe ; 
© For thee the Saint diſclaims his Faith, 


: | And quits his old, for ſome new Path ; 


Por thee the Mighty ſtain their Fame, 

And do worſe Ills than I can name; 
For thee the Young and Fair engage 
With rotten Teeth and wrinkl'd Ape ; 
H 3 


2 [ 150 ] 
For thee the Spouſe adorns his Head, 
And lets a Rival ſhare his Bed, 
To the rich Fop ſubmits his Wife, 1 
For Gold, the Curſe of human Life, 
And for the Sake of what he gleans, 
Shares in the Scandal of her Sins. 
But, Cuckold, I will make thee know 
The real Plagues of being ſo ; 
Fl horn thee, teaſe thee with my Tongue, 
Yet ſwear I never did thee wrong ; 
Cry, ſcold, abuſe thee, domineer, 
Then coax thee up, and call thee Dear ; 
Go fine my ſelf, from Head to Foot, 
But keep you in a thread-bare Coat ; 
For the poor Wretch, who, for a Sum, 
Could wink at his own Cuckaldom, 
And would for Maney lend his wife, 
| Deſerves to lead a wretched Life, 
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Moral REFLExIONS on the foregoing 
Dialogue. 


F all the Dregs of human Race, 
To ſinful Shame and Int reſt bent, 
None ſurely can the Wretch ſurpaſs, 
That's made a Cuckold by Conſent. 


If Gold ſuch Patience can inſpire, 
And ſo debaſe the Soul of Man, 
Well may the needy Laſs, for Hive, 
The gen'rous Lover entertain. 


4 Huiband's Happineſs depends 

5 Upon the Vertue of his Wife ; 
11 be that baſely condeſcends 

| To be a Cuckold, *'s crrrs'd for Life. 


Yet ſome ſuch Miſcreants there are, 
Who, to ſupply ſuch craving Wants, 

Permit their beauteous Wives to ſpare 
Their Favours unto rich Gallants, 


Connive at their adult'rous Leagues, | 
Smile on a ſpurious mott!'d Race; 

Depend upon their Wives Intrigues, 4 

And live and flouriſh in Diſgrace. | | 
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But thoſe who, for the Sake of Gain, 
Can be ſuch wicked Knaves or Fools, 

Altho' they wear the Shape of Men, ＋ 
They're Brutes and Monſters in their Souls, | 
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DIALOGUE XII. 


Between a Town-bred Gentleman, and 
his Country-Bride, concerning London, 
which he had abandon d for the Plea- 
ſures of a rural Life. | 


R Lady. 
Ince London is à Place of ſuch Renown, 

8 And Crowds of well-bred Beauties grace the 
| t Town, 

Which, by Report abounds with all Delights, 

That can improve our Days, or bleſs our Nights, 

How came you thus to chuſe a Conntry Wife, 

And quit ſuch Pleaſures, for a rural Life? 


| Hotbend 
The Town's a famous Lab'rinth, I agree; 
But ſtill too noiſy and too lewd for me. 
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The Ladies all ſeem Angels, tis ald, 
As if juft dropt from ſome ihpenting Of6cd” * * e 
But when they're Wives, the Cuſtom of the place 
Soon makes em Shre ws; or tempts em to be — | 
If chaſte, they re proud, and triumph o'er our Love. 
If kind and fair, they too licentious prove: 5 
Who therefore with a ding rous Snake would lie, 
Becauſe her Skin ſeems beauteou to the Bye? N x 
Or to his nuptial Bed a Nettle bring | 
That knows before hand how the Weed will fing? | 


I, a 
But where ſuch Numbers of the Fair delight, | 
With their prevailing Charms, the wand” ring Sight, | 
It argues much ill Nature to aceuſe 
The whole, or that you wanted Senſe to ehuſe. ; 
All could not ſure deſerve your Diſeſteem, | 4 
By plunging into Vice's muddy Stream: 1 . 
Thoſe in the paths of Vertue ſtrictly bred, 
| Fear to tranſgreſs, and ſcorn to be miſled ; 
| But chaſte and pious, whether Maid or Wife, 
Are careful to preſerve a modeſt Life. | 
preſervea mo 
Had you ann wine theſe, you would have 
B 2 IH (found 
|. Your ſcyere Cenſure had bot little Ground... 
But you have giv'n me Reaſon to ſuſpect 
| = You choſe the Bad, and did the Good reje&; 
if And from the vain. Delights you us'd to taſte- 
Among the Worſt, judge hardly of the Beſt. 


AE 


[154.7] 


| ll | Sothoſe, who thro" the Fence of Vertue break, 
ith | Suſpect that all the ſame ill Courſes take; 

9 | | For groundleſs Cenſures and Diftruſts ariſe 

! | | Too often from our own e, 


1 Be 1 | 
| I am not ſo ſevere, to think that oli: 


1 Within the Reach of my Reflexions fall ; 
1 But this Opinion I have long poſſeſt, 


That moſt are wancon, and but few are chaſte ; 
For Vice abounds in Cities more than Grace, 
And bad Example ev'ry Day takes Place : 
Nor do I mean the Fair alone ſhould bear 
The Scandal, fince the Men deſerve a Share: 
Both are deceitful, and alike delude 
Each other to be careleſs of their Good. 
The Ladies dreſs to charm the wanton Eye, 
| And from their Brows let Swarms of Cupids fly; 
15 With wiſhful Looks, and ſtudy'd Smiles invite 
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1 Each am'rous Libertine to Love's Delight. 
x } The luſtful Hypoerite to Church repairs, 
n hopes to ſave her Credit by her Pray'rs; 
| | Makes Aſſignations walking i in or out, 
(| And hides her Shame by ſeeming ſo devout. 
: So ſacred Villains, when they mean to act ] 
1 Some tragick Part, by pious Numbers backt, 
3 bit Crave Heaven's Aid, ere they attempt the Fact. 
| ' 1 The airy Madam, more polite and gay, 
ff | ö N Rattles each Night in Splendor to the Play; : 
Wh | its 
1. 
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With Gems or Briftol-Stones bedecks her Hair, 
In hopes their Luftre may command a Pair :- 
Toſſing her Head, and ſmiling does ſhe fit, 
Wiſhing to charm ſome Stallion in the Pit,; 
Gives here a Bow, and there a gentle Drop, 
Whilſt her unthinking Cuckold minds his Shop; 
Picks up ſome Spark, juſt takes a Flirt, and then, 
Prepar'd with twenty Lies, ſneaks Home by ten. 
For crafty Knaves, or the intreaguing Jilt, 
Ne'er want a Coy'ring to conceal their Guilt. 
The honour'd Lady, who frequents the Court, 
Taught by Example there to love the Sport, 
Steals from her Servants, quits her gilded Coach, 
And mobb'd in Hack, purfues each new Debauch, 
Drives to ſome Houle where Chocolate is fold, 
There meets a younger Brother, if ſhe's old, 5 
Who gives her what ſhe wants, and takes her Gold. 
80 wealthy Fools, mifled by fond Deſire, 
Give ſolid Worth for Trifles they admire. 
The Daughter bred beneath her Parents Care, 
Proud to behold their Progeny ſo fair, 
Learns of her Mother early to be naught, 
And praGiiſes betimes what Mamma taught ; 


2 


Finds means, as ſoon as ripe, to quench her Flam® 
And gros too crafty for the careful Dame ; 
Ne'er wants a Salvo, or a ſham Pretence, 

To cloak her Guilt with ſeeming Innocence ; 
Bat when re prov'd, ſuſpefed, or accus'd, 


Deceives her by the Blinds the Old one us d. 
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Drein the poor Fools, to gratify the Knaves. 


Expoſes in the Streets her brazen Face; 
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So forward Gameſters oft, at cunning Play, 


Out-wit the Knayes that taught 'em ficſt the Way, Se 
The fine kept Madam ſooths her gen'rous Cull, WT 
Dreins his 'Scrutore, as well as Veins, when full; : * 
Takes Pains to bubble her admiring Friend, r. 
That what he gets, ſhe may on others ſpend; £ A 
Ne'er wants a broad=back'd Bully, to ſuffice 5 

Her craving Luſt, which daily needs ſupplies ; Z T 
For as ſhe's kept to quench her Lover's Flame, A 


The ſame Ambition fires the wanton Dame; 

She bribes ſome brawny Spark to be her Slave, 
That like her Keeper, ſhe a Drudge may have: 
Both are inclin'd to equal Luft and Folly, 

The Cully keeps the Whore, the Whore the Bully, 
So mighty Kings, who triumph o'er their Slaves, 


ly > = mJ md 


The common Punk, quite deſtitute of Grace, 


Shews, by her wanton Air, her odious Trade, 
Jursquith her Bum, and toſſes up her Head; 
Draws in young Cullies by her youthful Charms, 
And with her Looks, invites them to her Arms ; 
Elbows each Man ſhe meets, that they may find, 
By her kind Joſtles, how ſhe ſtands inclin'd : 
Thus ſins at Random, till the painful Pox | 
Brings her at laſt to a repenting Flux ; 3 
Which ſoon deprives her of her charming Face, 5 
And leaves her full as ngly as ſhe's baſe. = 
So Trees, that once their verdant Beauty ſ pread 1 R 
With Light'ning ſtruck, look wither'd and decay d. 
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N This Lover they refuſe, and that deſpiſe, 
And without Fortunes, would to Coaches riſe; 

0 This Spark's too clowniſh, that too much a Fop; 
W T other's beneath *em, 'cauſe he keeps a Shop, 

BW Thus their Pride ſoars above their low Degree, 

5 And aims at nothing leſs than Quality; 

75 Till gazing in the Glaſs, at length they find 

E Their Years adyanc'd 


W GCood-natur'd grow, and with the next comply; 
For ſhe that is too coy, when young and gay, 
Forſakes her Vertue as her Charms decay, 

4 Women, tho? ne'er ſo chaſte and modeſty, dread 
WW The odious Name of old and wither'd Maid; 


; Repenting Folly follows cloſe behind, 
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The vettuous Ladies, thoſe enchanting few, 


Secure their Beauty by the Pride they ſhew ; 


Their {cornfal Looks they ſcatter as they move, 

And ſcemingly defy the Pow'r of Love; 

Too great a Value on their Beauty . 

And think their Charms too bright for Man's Em- 


(brace · 


. their youthful Charms 4 


| > (clin'd, 
And then, repenting they have prov'd ſo ſhy, 


And tho' they long have ſlighted Man's Embrace, 
Yet when they find their Beauty fades apace, 


= They'll marry mean, or fin in ſpite of Grace, 


So craving Dealers, who, thro? Avarice, 


Vithſtand their Market, always low'r their Price : 
Thoſe that reje& good Offers ſurely find 
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Theſe are the London Ladies, who diſplay Fot 
Their Smiles, and dreſs ſo airy and ſo gay; And 
Some to enſlave us to their awful Charms, Tic 
Others to tempt us to their ſinful Arms ; Ane 
All looking upwards, aiming with their Darts | For 
To wound the Rich, and conquer wealthy Hearts, Th 
For, gay Apparel and a beauteous Face | Ho! 
Gives Punk a Title to a Lord's Embrace, | Or 
Whilſt Ale-wives Daughters, bred at Hackney-School, Bat 
Are Tap-laſh Fortunes for the trading Fools ; "BY 
For Meney, not Deſert, prefers the Maids ; EM 

From Chandler's Shop, to ſome rich Merchant's Bed, uo 
Whilſt Beauty wanting Bags, muſt range the Town, po 
And exerciſe her Charms for half a Crown : | Th 
W ho then would marry, where the faireſt Dames 
Will quench, for ſuch a Sum, our am'rous Flames ; 
Who need.a Wife, that ev'ry Moment meets , ! 
Such Swarms of courteous Ladies in the Streets? A! 

vr. 

Lady. To 

Since Town-bred Beauties are ſo wond'rous kind, 8: 
And to the Sports of Love ſo much inclin'd, An 
Thoſe who enjoy their Favours, muſt, of Courſe, F Th 
Be full as wicked as the Fair, or worſe, ; An 
Becauſe they firſt by Flatt'ries draw them in, Ex 
And after hire em to repeat the Sin; J Ar 
Therefore the Tempters muft be more to blame, Bu 
Than thoſe they bring to Miſery and Shame. An 
Since you in Town were bred, tis well, my Dear, Ea 


If you had Grace to keep your Conſcience clear ; 


nd, 


at, 


[ 159 J 
For where the Ladies are ſo kind and fre e 


And if but ask'd, fo forward to agree, 
"Tis hard for Man to fly their wanton, Charms, 


| And to eſcape their fond bewitching Arms ; 


For Youth and Beauty promiſe ſuch Delights, 


| That few are backward, when the Fair invites. 
| However, I deſpiſe a jealous Breaſt, 
| Or do I want to have your Faults confeſt : 


But ſince the London Dames and Ladies prove 


| So free, ſo forward, and ſo apt to love, 

Pray let your Tongue, with equal Freedom, tell 
| How far your Sex's Vertues ours excel; 

For if the Women are ſo looſely given, 

| The Men, I fear, will make the Ballance even. 


Husband. | 
Since you that live retir'd, delight to hear 


i A Hiſt'ry of the Town and People there, 
Without Abuſe or Flattry, I'll be free 
To ſatisfy your vain Curioſity, 


The crafty Cit puts on a pious Face, 


And cloaks his Knav'ries with pretended Grace, 
| Thinks nothing ſinful that improves his Store, 
And knows no wicked State, but to be poor, 

L Expenſive Evils he abhors the moſt, 

And meaſures all Tranſgreſſions by their Coft ; 


* But ey'ry gainful Sin he reconeiles, 


And finds no Harm in profitable IIIs ; 


Exch golden Vice he ſilently adores, 


But, thoſe which waſte our Subſtance, he abjures. 
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Wealth is his Aim, which he obtains by Fraud; 
Religion is his Cloak, and Gold his God 4 
Cunning his Study, Penury his Care, — 

In Hopes, before he dies, to be Lord-May'r. 

Thus ſlaves and ſcra pes, that he, when old, may ſee 
One ſplendid Year of Pride and Gluttony. 


The Man of Title, pow rful in the State, Th 
Unjuſt as wealthy, haughty as he's great, Ti 
W ho from the publick Stock in private gleans, T 
And grows too rich by hidden Ways and Means; | K's 
His Vices, tho' they're many, lie unſeen, 80 
Honour and Wealth his Frauds and Pleaſures skreen, Th 
Whores he may keep, be treacherous and lewd, Aa. 

Let, if he's Great, he muſt, alas! be good; | Of 
For neither Prieſt or Poet dare reprove Th. 
Revenge, Ingratitude, adult'rous Love, Ane 
Leſt the harſh Satyr ſhould at Court take place, Thi 

And diſoblige his Lordſhip, or his Grace. His 
So when a King makes ſome ſweet Sin his Choice, 8 And 
Tis dang'rous then to laſh that ſingle Vice, Or f 
Leſt the InveRive at the Throne ſhould ſquint, ” ] 
And the grave Robe ſhould ſay, There's Treaſon in't. Wor 

The youthful Gentlemen turn Fops and Beaus, f 7 

IT he 


And ſeem leſs proud of Merit, than of Cloaths; 
Slight female Vertue for enſnaring Looks, 
And ſtudy fine new Faces, more than Books; 


In Taverns and at Plays their Time exhauſt, 
And love to fin at an ex ceſſive Coſt; 
Are fond to enter into am'rous Leagues, 
But break em ey*ry Day for new Intreagues ; 
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Fall freſh in Love with ev'ry Tilt they ſee, 
True to no Miſtreſs, but Variety. 
Marriage they ridicule, and all its Joys ; 
That, and Religion, they alike deſpiſe, 
ee And think it Wit to banter and deride 
What's prais'd by all the ſober World beſide. 
Thus they rake on, and range the ſinful Town, 
Till by their Vices they inficm are grown ; 
| Then, willing to comply, each ſeeks a Wife, 
When paſt the Pleaſures of a nuptial Life; 
80 that when once their buxom Ladies find 
Their beauiſh Husbands feeble and unkind, 
| And that they're doom'd to languiſh by the Sides 
Of thoſe that need old Nurſes more than Brides, 
They find out ways to make themſelves amends, 
And what the Spouſe negledts, ſupply by Friends, 
Thus he who, for the Sake of Change, delays 
His Marriage, till his youthful Strength decays, 
And then betrays the kind expecting Maid, 
0 buxom Widow, to his nuptial Bed, 
In Juſtice ought to find his injur'd Bride 
- Worſe than he fear'd ſhe'd prove before he try'd ; 
For he who does, by flatt'ring Arts, allure 
The jolly Dame to love, ſhould firſt be ſure 
fle wants no Balſam to perform the Cure. 
| Some luſtfal Milereants there are, that fly 
The Charms of Beauty, and their Pow'r defy ; 
sight all the Favours of the ſoothing Fair, 
\nd from the Laws of Nature vilely err; 
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Pradtiſe * Sins, which, ſhould the World em. 


Who, by the ſame, provok'd the God that's juſt 


From ſhameleſs Libertines receive new Growth, 


Her female Fury on the ſinful Part, 


WE 


Doat on themſelves, and quench each others Flame, 
By odious Means, that ſcarce can bear a Name; 


(brace, 
Muſt put a ſpeedy End to human Race. 


Thus hating Women, they purſue that Vice 
Which in old Sodom had its wicked Riſe ; 


To pour down fiery Vengeance on their Luft; 
Yet Sins we ſee, which long have bury'd lain 
Beneath the heavieſt Judgments, riſe again, 


Who dare good Heaven to ſhew its farther Wrath. 
Old Letchers, enter'd into Life's laſt Stage, 


Who bend beneath the Weight of feeble Ape, ; « 
When near the Grave, they ſtil] their Luſts retain, WW F. 
And on their Crutches will be lewd and vain; 0 
Tho' crippl'd with their Vices, yet they find 84 
New Ways to humour the ſalacious Mind; : v 
Talk bawdy; tipple, into Brothels ſteal, 12 
And covet Joys they are too numb to feel; 8 y 
Yet laviſh of their Coin, will bribe each Dame ö 

That fins for Money, to expoſe her Shame, =" 


And with a Pedant's Scepter, to exert 


*Till the harſh Diſcipline, by ſlow Degrees, 
Awakens all the drowſy Faculties; 

Then, by vile Arts, which ſhameleſs Punks deviſe, : 
Twixt Pain and Pleaſure they their Luſts ſaffice: W 


race, 


h. 


viſe, 


Party *gainſt Party ſhew their equal ſpite, 


— 
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Thus ſtrive, when old, to gratify their Iteh, 
But aim in vain at Joys beyond their Reach; 
For tho* Deſire does in its Strength remain, 8 


And fancy tittilates each ſtruggling Vein, | 

Yet frozen Nature does the Bliſs reſtrain, 

So the ſick Appetite oft longs for Meat, 

Which, when the Dainty's bought, it cannot eat. 
Thus Old and Young their diff rent Vices have, 

From Men of Title, to the ſconndrel Slave; 

By many much Religion is profeſt, 

Tho? in their PraQiice little's but expreſt; 

For 'tis in Town the Mode to be preciſe, 

That Looks and Words their Morals may diſguiſe : 


| 


But he that truſts the ſober canting Cit, 


Ne'er fails to find the Saint a Hypocrite ; 
For Zealots there nſe outward. Signs of Grace, 


Only to give their Frands a better Face. 


So on the Road we often find the Inn, 

With ſplendid Sign, has nothing good within; 

And tho? they bring us forth but homely Chear, 

Yet ev'ry Thing they (ell,'s both bad and dear. 
Knaves upon Fools, and Jilts on Bubhles prey, 


| Husbands from Wives, and Wives from Husbands. 


(ſtray , 


And ſnarling Scribblers againft Scribblers write 
Guide againſt Guide with ſolemn Fury preach, 

And by falſe 'Doftrines, widen ev'ry Breach ; 
Lawyers *twixt Friends breed Quarrels and Diſputes? 
And ſpin each Diff *rence into coſtly Suits ; 
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Dull printed News deludes the Town each Day, | V 
And Fools believe what partial Blockheads ſay ; T 
The Rabble at the Tower-Guns rejoyce, V 
And back their Thunder with as loud a Voice; A 
Thus madly ſhew their elam'rous Joys at large, So 
Before they ask the Cauſe of their Diſcharge; A 
The Senate give, the City gladly Pay, T. 


Yet want to Morrow what they raiſe to Day; 
The Coach-men ſquabble, and the Car-men fight, W 
The Hawkers bawl all Day, the Watch at Night; . 


Young ſtarving Harlots ply in ev'ry Street, 3 Yi 
Whilſt Drunkards reel and joftle thoſe they meet; 155 W 
Gameſters on trading Little-wits impoſe, A. 
And to poor Rakes reduce the City Beaus; | 4 W 
Draw in, by Wheedles, each unwary Blade, Pr 
And break more Fools, than the Decay of Trade; W 


The Bully preys on each adult'rous Dame, 
Who ventures at the Sin, but dreads the Shame, 
Swears mighty Love, till he her Heart has won, 
Then dreins her Pocket, till ſhe's quite —_— 
So Sots, invited to a Tub of Stout, 

Firſt tap the Cask, then tarry till its out, 
+ The Great in Coaches rattle to and fro; 

Here a grave Stateſman lolls, and there a Beau: 
Some to rich City-Seriv'ners, ſome to Court; 
Ladies ſome ſmiling, others a-la-mort: 

Some upon new Intrigues, in wond'rous Haſte ; 
Some thinking on their ſweet Enjoyments paſt : 
Some to the new Cathedral of St. Paul, 

But more to th' Play-houſe, and to Salters-Hall; 


: 
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Whilſt others range in State the Town abour, 
| To ſhew their Pride to thoſe that walk on Foot, 


Who gaze with Envy on the ſcornful Great, 


| And reverence, thro' Fear, thoſe Pow'rs they hate, 
So faftious Tribes, their Loyalty to ſhow, 
Addreſs moſt hambly, flatter, and bow low, 

, To ſooth the very Prince they mean to overthrow. 


Theſe are the only Pleaſures of the Town, 


| | Where all the Seeds of Wiekedneſs are ſown ; 


Y Where Atheiſts flouriſh, and the headſtrong Rabble 


5 | Yield ev 'ry Day ſome new amazing Squabble ; 


_ Where dire Confuſion fills their noiſy Streets, 
And makes their beſt Delights but bitter Sweets. 
| What Mortal then, who wiſely can deſpiſe 


* Fraud, Folly, Noiſe, Impertinence and Vice, 
Z Would waſte this Life in ſuch a wretched ce: 


3 Where ev'ry Knave pats on a Saint-like Face; 
* Or chuſe a Ton- bred Wife, if bleſt Cour, 


[a Where the moſt Jiltiſn ſeem the moſt devout? 


For the gay Libertine, that takes Delight 


: » ' . 
| yl purchaſing new Faces ev'ry Night; 
Or for the rattling Rake, wrapt up in Vice, 
Divided *rwixt the Bottle and the Dice; 


©; ondon's the only Paradice to pleaſe 


f uch yain unthinking Profligates as theſe ; 
| 4 dut he that wiſely loves a ſober Life, 0 


ind covets to be free from Care and Strife, 
et hin, like me, embrace a Country Wife. 
What Man of Pradence, who is bent to ride 
\ pleaſing Journey, careful to ayoid 
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A ſtumbling Pad, unruly and unſound, 
Would chuſe in Smithfeld, where ſuch Jades abound, 


—— 
w . 


E 


Lady. 

If for this Caſe alone you diſagree 
With the fam'd Place of your Nativity, 
I'm the more happy that you choſe to ſhun 
The modiſh Vices of a ſinful Town, 

And that you'd Pow'r to fly the tempting Charm 
Of Beauty, for a Country Houſewife's Arms, 
You make me proud, to think a rural Maid, 

Born ſo remote, ſo very meanly bred, 

Should be preferr d to Ladies fo refin'd, 

Where Natare's Giits with ey'ry Art are join d, 
That can adorn the Body or the Mind. 

However, ſince you've made me thus your Bride, 
My want of Charms {hall be by Love ſupply'd : 
The Duties of a Wife T'il ne'er tranſgreſs, 

But make your Eaſe my only Happineſs ; 

For Woman hononr'd with a vertuous Spouſe, 
Enjoys in Wedlock all that Heav'n allows: 

And ſhe ſo bleſt, that proves perverſe or baſe, 
Thro' want of nuptial Gratitude or Grace, 


Deſerves to be deſpis'd by human Race. 
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Moral REFLEXIONS on the fore- 
| going Dialogue, 


EST wretched made beyond Redreſs, 


We ſhould, before we take a Wife, 
5 con ider well in «vhat we place 


; Our mw Happineſs of Life, 


[4 If we're to rural Joys inclin'd, 
1 Fro m noiſy nn us | . 


Iall not with ſuch Delights agree, 


+ Thus thoſe who diff rent Lives approve, 

= Like coup!'d Hounds, will pull two Ways, 
- And muſt, in Spite of nuptial Love, 

* Contentions and Diſquiets raiſe. 


4 The zealous Church-man ſhould not take 
The querpo Saint at Meeting bred ; 

; Foy croſs Opinions ſeldom make 

A ſojt and eaſy Marriage-Bed. 


fl The peaceful Man ſhould have a Care 


£ Of the fine Dame that's pert and loud ; 
= Patience with a Shrew that's fair, 
= Mates ber more inſolent and proud. 
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The only Way to ſhun thoſe Shelves, 


Where Numbers do their Ruin find, 


Is, to chuſe Women like our ſelves, 


In Fortune, Figure, and in Mind. 


13 
8 


DIALOGUE XII. 


Between a Great Comm ande, and his 
Lady upon _- Arrival from the 
Wars. 


Lady, 
Elcome, my Lord; thrice welcome from afar, 
And from the Toils and Dangers of the 
(War, 


I'm highly bleſt to ſee my hononr'd Spouſe 

With his freſh Lawrels blooming on his Brows. 
Much Joy at Home your great Succeſs has rais'd, 
And loudly have your glorious Deeds been prais'd; 
But now your Preſence makes us all more glad, 
And to the Court does farther Bleſſings add ; 

Not only comforts an expecting Wife, 


But gives to all the Kingdom's Friends new Life. 


Commander 
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Commander. 

I joy to ſee my Dear, am glad to find 
You're well in Perſon, and fo pleas'd in Mind : 
I hope that our Affairs domeſtick, ſtand 
In the ſame Plight, as when I left the Land ; 
That nothing in my Abſence has impair'd 
My Honour, or reduc'd my Friends Regard : 
For, thoſe who at the Ridge of Glory aim, 
Never want Envy to eclipſe their Fame. 


Red | 

But yours, my Lord, will all Aſſaults endure; 
Your Greatneſs ſtands well-founded upon Pow'r, 
Beyond the Reach of thoſe who look awry, 

And ſnarl to ſee your Merits rais'd ſo high 2: 
None e'er aſpir'd to ſuch a Pitch as you, 

But others would their Height with Envy view, 
The ſpiteful crooked Dwarf abhors to fee 

A comely Stature, twice as tall as he; 

Nor can he paſs him, but ſome Fault muſt find 
With his proud Aſpe&, or his Shapes behind, 
Who ſtalks along as ſtately as a King, 

And ſcarce can tell he met ſo mean a Thing. 

So leſſer Mortals, eager to aſpite, 

Would low'r your Height, to raiſe themſelves the 
| (high'r ; 
light the great A you perform each Vear, 
W And make the Fame you win, leſs bright appear; 

I 


go TR 


Thoſe barking Foes, to meaner Stations born; 
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Bat you, my Lord, defy their Aim, and ſcorn 


With true heroick Condud ſafely ſteer, 
And neither faGtious. Frowns or Flatt'ries fear, ö 
| | . 
| cCommandeo. 1 
None by their Prince's Favour cer could riſe, A 
But had falſe Friends, and grinning Enemies; 
Ambitious Spirits muſt have leaveto frown, v 
Upon the pow'rful: Fav'rites of a Crown. ” 
The Proud grow angry, when their Rivals tow'r, W 
As Ravens croak to ſee the Eagle ſoar : So 
The Faction always that ill Nature had, E Th 
To drown good Actions, and ſelect the bad, 1 
In Hopes to leſſen thoſe they would remove, Re 
That their vile Projects might effectual prove; Wh 
Which they'd accompliſh ſoon, could they command & 'T bbg 
The Sword of War, and: Treaſure of the Land; For 
But Royal Wiſdom their Intent fore-knows, Ten 
And does, in ſafer Hands, thoſe Truſts repoſe. 
*Tis no new Practice, but of ancient Date, 
To ſhoot at Throne thro' Miniſters of State, Yo 
And diſapprove the Actions they have done, For F 
Leſſen the Valour ſhewn, the Battles won, The : 
If they diſlike the Hand that does the Deed, Four 
And fear its Pow*e will their Deſigns impede ; Poſtpo 


For none could e'er fanatick Favour win 


la publick Poſts, but Tools themſelves put in; 
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Men that would ftrain their Conſcience, or the 
(Laws, 

To lend a Shoulder to their faftious Cauſe; 

Such, tho' they're crafty Knaves, or haughty Fools, 

Are by their Tribe, cry'd up as Miracles ; 

Their Conduct heighten'd, and extolFd as wiſe, 

And their worſt Failings skreen'd from publick Eyes. 
Parties, like Lovers, full of warm Deſire, 

Will ſee no Faults in Fay'rites they admire. 

The am'rous Blade, that does the Dame delude, 

Will ſwear ſhe's chaſte, in Point of Gratitude, 

So factious Crowds, with utmoſt Zeal, commend 

The Vertues of the Tool that ſtands their Friend. 
But pray inform me how the envious Race 

Reliſh this Summer's Conduct and Succcfs ? 

What Arts they've us'd, and what invidious Game 

i WW They've play'd, in order to eclipſe my Fame? 

For evil Tongues muſt ſome Employment find 
T' expreſs the Envy ſeated in the Mind. 


L ady. 
Your Glories are too permanent and bright, 
For Foes to tarniſh with their utmoft Spite. 
The annual Fortune that has always crown'd 
# Your warlike Toils, does their Intrigues confound 3 
boſtpones their Malice to their Diſcontenr, 
Who almoſt burſt with what they fear to vent, 


he Faction know it is in vain to aim 
heir harmleſs Darts at your aſpiring Fame 


12 
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No pointed Envy your Repute can wound, 
gut muſt, if thrown, upon themſelves rebound, 
Unleſs blind Fortune your Attempts ſhould thwart, - 
And leſſen, with her Frowns, your great Deſert. 
Therefore, with much Impatience do they wait, 
' Till eroſs Events do your Succeſs abate ; 
Then would their ſtifled Thunder roar aloud, 
T' allarm the Ears of the miſ-judging Crowd, 


| And their pent Malice burſt like Lightning from a 
: (Cloud. 


Commander. 
My Stars, I hope, do better Luck . 
And diſ.ppoint their baſe inglorious End: 
J truſt alone in that victorious Hand, | 
Whoſe ſingle Pow'r no Army can withſtand, 
But with one fatal Stroke can overthrow 
His Foes, and lay the proudeſt Kingdom low. 
T bleſt beyond their Reach, and am the Choice, 
Not of the Croud's, but God's and 4— 4's Voice. 
*Tis for their Honour [at Conqueſt aim, 
To Heav'n the Thanks, and to my Queen the Fame ; 
Nor do I doubt but I ſhall ſtill prevail, 
And to my Country's Welfare turn the Scale. 
Let my Foes ſnarl, and Faction clamour on, 
F'11 ill be faithful to the Church and Throne; 
Hamour no Party out of Love or Fear ; 
But with ſafe Caution and juſt Con duct ſteer, 
That ſhould I want Succefs, the World ſhould ſeg 
Chance ſhould incur the Blame, inſtead of me; 


May diſappoint the ſtrongeff Side in War. 


1737 


For tho' the ProſpeQ's promiſing and fair, 1 

Yet croſs Events, in ſpite of human Care; 8 
J 

An Army may be brave, their Leader wiſe, 

But ſtill in greater Hands the Vict'ry lies. 

Foes only boldly can with Foes contend, 

Bat he that rules the whole, decrees the End. 

Chriſtians ſhould therefore for the worlt pre pate, 

And bear with Patience the Events of War-; 

For if we murmut when we loſe the Day; 

We grin at Heav'n, in“ whom the Vict'ry lay, | 

And ſhew tis our preſumption, when we fight, 

To claim Succeſs, as if our native Right. 

This ſinful Error makes the thankleſs Croud 

Violent, if eroſs'd; if fortunate, too proud, 

And ſpurs em on, when bafff'd by their Foes, ve 

Without juſt Cauſe, to ſeek Revenge on thoſe | 

Whom God and Ceſar for their Agents choſe ; 


Angry with Heav'n, they cavil and complain, 


And pour their Vengeance on the Heads of Men; 


| Forgetting that wiſe Pow'r that does no Wrong, 


Declares not always for the Swift or Strong, 
How far muſt ſuch Impatience diſagree 

With the bleſt Rules of Chriſtianity, 

That teach us, with an humble Breaſt, to bear 


The Turns of Fortune, both in Peace and War ? 


Yet thoſe, that would be thought the moſt refin'd, 
Are moſt to Fury and Reyenge inclind, 


If Heay'n concurs not with their craving Mind, 
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Bleſt with Succeſs, they are profuſely glad, 

And betwixt Wine and Joy, grow drunk and mad - 
Pray, as they guzzle, with exceſſive Zeal, : 
And ſpare no Thanks, when ev'ry Thing goes well 
But croſs'd in Hopes, they murmur, tho? in vain, 
As if God only ſhould be ſerv'd for Gain. 
So fiery Gameſters do to Fortune pray, 
And thank her when Succeſs has crown'd their 

| | (Play, 
But curſe her when they loſe, and caſt the Dice 


(away. 


Lady. 
Yon need not fear, their Malice they diſguiſe 
At your Approach, with outward Flatteries: 
You wiſely guard *gainft thoſe enſnaring Ills, 
That lurk beneath lame Praile,and treach'rons Smiles; 
You ſtand ſecure above that envious Race, 
Who always fawn on thoſe they would diſplace, 
That thoſe in Pow'r they mean to undermine, 
May leſs ſuſpe& the Miſchieſs they deſign. > 
But in your Abſence, I am forc'd to bear 
With Wrongs and Inſults J can ſcarce declare, 
Without that Warmth, wherein, I fear, you'll ſee 
The Weakneſs of my Sex and Quality, 


Commander. 
It is ignoble Envy, to perplex, 
With their provoking Tongues, the weaker Sex 


[175] 

But Malice loves to ſhew its Teeth to thoſe 
Leaft able to defy the Grins of Foes ; 

When with Reproaches they the Wife defame,. 
Tis at the Husband's Honour that they aim. 

So when they level their cebellions Hate 

At Kings, they ſhoot thro' Miniſters of State. 
But let me know what Stratagems they've us'd; 
What Scandals rais'd, what Falſities diffus'd. 

To recompence thoſe Dangers I have run, 
Thoſe Towes I've taken, and thoſe Vict'ries won; 
Thar, by their vile Endeavours, I may fee 
Their wonted Gratitude to mine and me ; 
For 'tis the Nature of the ſnarling Race, 
To load juſt Merit with the moſt Difgrace : 
Envy looks upwards, and directs her Eyes 
Always to thoſe that do the higheſt riſe. 


Lady, 
They're not content to heap a thouſand Wrongs- 


Upon me, in your Abſence, . with their Tongues ; 


Degrade my Hononr with their falſe Reports, 
And ſpit their Venom o'er their Tavern-Quarts; 
gut by no Laws, or fear of Juſtice aw'd, 


| Difperle in Print their Calumnies abroad; 


Their Pride and Malice openly diſplay, - 

And teaſe me with freſh Scandal ey'ry Day ; 
With odious Lies poſſeſs the liſt' ning Croud, 
And baſely teach em to exclaim aloud ; 

When all that they alledge, themſelyes deviſe, 
And only. from the Dregs of Malice riſe ; 
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| Law] - 
Nor do they mean their envious Darts alone 

Should fall on me, but ' tis at you they're thrown 
For when you've reap'd freſh Lawrels in the Field, 
And News proclaims the thouſands you have kill'd? 
Then with Invedctives do they fill the Town, d 

And pelt me moſt with ſcandalous Lampoon, 
Inhopes the Lies they ſpread, to my Diſgrace, 

May damp the Glories your Atchievements raiſe, 


Thus, when the Kingdom's trueſt Friends are glad 
At your Succeſs, the factious Tribe grow mad, 


And ballance your good Actions with my bad. 


So ſubtle canting Knaves, who would defame 

A pow'rfal Foe they know not how to blame, 
They blacken thoſe in whom he moſt confides, 

And wound the Man they fear,thro* his Companion's 


(Sides. 


Commander. 

I know too well the Meaſures that they take 
To make the Fay'rites they diſlike, look black; 
In Coffce-houſe Whiſpers, how they vent their 

(Spleen, 

And buz about thoſe falſe Reports they glean 
From their quaint Leaders, who invent the ſame, 
To injure thoſe they envy in their Fame. 
It is a Rule with Faction, to abate 
The Deeds of thoſe they either fear or hate; 
To ſpurn at him the fov'reign Pow'r exalts, 
And into Mountains ſwell his Mole. hill Faults, 


es. 


1eir 


een, 


The mean Efforts of worthleſs Enemies, 
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True Merit always dazles Envy's Eyes; 
She blinder grows, as Fav'rites higher riſe 2 
Nor can her Malice view what's juſtly bright, 
But fancies, thro' the Weakneſs of her Sight, 
That ſhe beholds ſtrange Spots in ev'ry Orb of 
| (Light. 

So the Moon's diſtant Height deceives our Eyes, 
And makes us think ſhe's blemiſh'd as ſhe flies. 

The Great ſhould be ſerene, their Minds compoſe 
Beneath the vain Aſſaults of barking Foes ; 
Deſpiſe the Breath of Envy, when they know 
It only does with harmleſs Fury blow. 
Such windy Storms the fadtious Tribe will vent, 
And when they're leaſt oppos'd, they te ſooneſt ſpent, - 
The Clouds they raiſe, no hurtful Thunder bear, 
Or pointed Flames, but vaniſh into Air. | 
Like Smoke their black'ning Malice flies away, 
And is too thin to cauſe one gloomy Day, 
So nauſeous Fogs, that do from Fens ariſe, 
May darken, for a Time, the azure Skies; 
But ſtill the Sun preſerves his native Light, 
And conquers all that ſeems to make him bright, 


Your Greatneſs, Madam, therefore ſhould deſpil, - 


Who, when their ſpiteful Tongues are beſt in Tune, 

Can only bark, like Puppies, at the Moon. 

The Wiſe no Credit to their Malice give, 

And who would yalue what the Fools believe ? 

Let 'em rail on, it is their ancient Uſe ; 

No Prince could e'er eſcape their falſe Abuſe. 
| 15 
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You cannot be the worſe for their Diſpraiſe, 
Since good Men know, they labour to debaſe 
The greateſt Vertue with the moſt Diſgrace. 

So Fiends and Witches are not to moleſt 

The Bad, but bend their Envy tow'rds the Beſt, 


Lady. 

But ſince Mankind in Malice ſo abound, ö 
That no Man's Honour can eſcape a Wound, 
But thoſe in Pow'r, who ſtand ſecurely high, 
Muſt even bear the Scourge of Calumny ; 
Why ſhouid the daring Preſs be thus allow'd 
To midwife Scandal to the brainleſs Croud, 
Who to the worſt miſconſtrue ev ry Hint, 
And will believe whate'er they read in Print, 
8 if levell'd at the Great, 
Or impudently meant t' abuſe the State? 
What ſtrange Invectives through the Town are ; 

(ſpread, 

And on the Tables of Sedition laid ? 
W hat odious Scandal daily bawl'd abont, 
To cozen and inflame the giddy Rout ; 


And yet no Meaſures taken to redreſs 


The growing Grievance of the vitious Preſs, 

By whoſe dark Labours thouſands are miſled, 
And baſely fit for any Miſchief made; 

Obſcene Collections crowded into Sheets, 

Are mouth'd by noiſy Harlots thro' the Streets, 
And bought by Youth, that they may feel betimes 


The Force of wanton Proſe, and bawdy R himes ? 


Since with theſe Evils, and a thouſand more, 


Should wink at Miſchiefs that appear ſo great! 
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In Print Religion's banter'd thro* the Town, 

The Sedtaries cry'd up, the Church cry'd down; 
Government flander'd by rebellious Pens, 

And Bedlam- Schemes advanc'd by frantick Brains; 
The common Herd made greater than their Prince, 
By Arguments reviv'd, condemn'd long fince ; 
Whole Reams of weekly Filth are cry'd aloud, 

Not to amuſe, but to delude the Croud, 

That thro' Miſtake they may miſconſtrue thoſe, 
Who are their Friends, to be their only Foes, 

T hat cunning Knaves, in whom the Fools confide, 
May make em Slaves to their fanatick Pride. 


So the ſly Thief, that means to do the Wrong, 


Cries watch your Pockets, when amidſt the Throng, 


That with more Safety he his Game may play, 
And unſuſpected ſtand or ſlide away. 


Th' unbridÞPd Preſs torments us o'er and o'er, 
Confounds the People, and the publick Peace, 
As well as Eaſe of private Families, 


'Tis ftrange the Laws ſhould want ſufficient Force - 


To ſtop ill Freedoms, that each Day grow worſe ; : 


Or that the learned Heads, that prop the State, 


Commander. 
The open Preſs diverts the giddy Town; 
Makes one Side laugh, to ſee the other * 3 
Does diff'rent Parties diffrent Leſſons teach, 


And, with freſh Wedges, ſtill ſupplies the Breach + 
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Each ſtruggling Se& muſt be allow'd their Scribes, 
To animate and pleaſe their ſev'ral Tribes, 
That o'er their Coffee they may ſmile to ſce 
Their Oppoſites made black with Infamy. 

This weekly Libel highly is extoll'd 
By Fools, becauſe 'tis impudently bold, _ 
In tugging ſome grave Prelate by the Beard, 
Who, for his Learning, has been long rever'd ; 
Fam'd for his Precepts, honour'd by the Crown, 
Becauſe a Glory to the Church and Gown ; 
1 Yet made, perhaps, the Sport of the R= e, 
4 To pleaſe ſome envious Knipper dolling Crew : 
But wiſe Men, as old Witches do their Pray'rs, 
Should never mind what ſuch a Scribe avers, 
| But always backward read his Characters. 
| Another railing Pamphlet is ador'd, 
| | *Cauſe written to defame ſome noble Lord, 
| Who is, perhaps, too pious, juſt and great, 
To flatter Faction, or deceive the State; 
Bat with an upright Conſcience fteers his Courſe, 


OR ES DOC 


And then to pleaſe the Tribe that lower fly, 
He muſt within the Reach of Nob's Oak-Towel lie: 
Bat Men of Senſe all know his ſcoundrel Pen 
Was ever brib'd, t' abuſe the beſt of Men; 
Therefore whate'er he writes, ſmall Credit gains, 
Mongſt Readers bleſt with either Grace or Brains 

| . A third, by ſome raw: Scribler, is deſign'd 

e To gaia Applauſe by ſcourging all Mankind; 
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And ſcorns to make what's bad, for Int'reſt, worſe ; 
Yet cauſe he's honeſt, Knaves muſt count him high, . 
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Reſpects no Party, but is purely meant 
T''amufe the World, and wrong the Innocent, 
By groundleſs Scandal, which he takes on Truſt; 
Or his own Fictions, equally unjuſt. 
Such ſtudy'd Shams muſt make the City Sport, 
By fide Reflexions caft upon the Court: 
To Day at this Great Man the Author ſquints, 
To Morrow he at that fine Lady hints, 
For Scandal moſt delights the ſpiteful Tribe, 
And makes em Fautors of each daring Scribe. 
So he that courts a croſs ill- natur'd Dame, - 
T' expoſe her Charms, to ſooth his am'rous Flame, 
Againſt all other Women ought to rail, 
And only ſpeak extravagantly well 
Of her, with whom he labours to prevail, 
Beſides, ſuch fiery Squibs inflame the Fools, 
And for ſly Projects, make em hot-brain'd Tools: 
* By ſuch looſe Scribblers, crafty Leaders find, 
At all Times, how their Parties ſtand inclin'd, 
And when the wav'ring Zealots change their fickle 
3 | (Mind. 
The Saints can now their ancient Freedom uſe; 
Say what they pleaſe, and whom they pleaſe abuſe ; 
! Extol their Friends, their Oppoſites revile, 
And ſpiead their dang'rous Po yſons thro' the Iſſe; 
Advance their Int'reſt, and by Shams delude, 
For their bye Ends, the braipleſs Multitude, 
That the blind Crowd may ſtrenuouſly agree 


To propagate a laviſh Liberty. 
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Thus thoughtleſs Fools are oft, with little Pains, 

Decoy'd, by promis'd Freedoms, into Chains. 
*Tis for theſe Reaſons the unbridl'd Preſs 

Is made a publick Grievance, paſt Redreſs, 


*Till the Scene changes into better Times, 
And Men, thro' Smart, grow conſcious of their Crimes 


— — 


Then may we hope, when we enjoy a Peace, 
That home-bred Strife may in ſome Meaſure ceaſe, 
And all thoſe Miſchiefs which perplex the Land, 
Be timely, for the Nation's Eaſe, reſtrain'd ; 
'Till then, like others, we muft be content, 

And bear, with Patience, what we can't prevent, 
The Great have always Enemies, that ſeek 
T* eclipſe their Fame, and make their Int'reſt weak · 
Envy abhors to ſee another ſoar 
Above her Pitch, in Honour, Wealth, or Pow'r ; 
Where'er ſhe dwells,the Fiend muſt grate her Teeth, 
And to the Hurt of others, ſpend her Breath: 
But 'tis beneath the Great to heed her Spite; | 
She often grins, without a Tuſh to bite. 

*Tis Wiſdom therefore to deſpiſe each Foe, ö 
Who only can in Words their Malice ſhow ; = 
For if they find that their Reproach can teaſe | 
Your Breaſt, they then grow Maſters of your Eaſe, 

Like me, make all their Barkings but your Sport, 

The leſs you mind their Wrongs, the leſs they hurt 


Lady. 
»Tis good Advice; but who can hear her Name 
_ Bawl'd thro' the Streets by Scoundrels, to her Shame 
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port, 
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Or envious Mortals, in an humble Sphere, 
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And as her Coach conveys her thro' the Town, 
dee Porters conning o'Er the vile Lampoon, 
And Coblers in their Stalls their Work forſake, 
To read thoſe Lies the factious Scribblers make? 
Who can with Patience bear ſuch vile Reproach, 
And hear the Mob cry, pointing, That's her Coach? 
What Lady ſo provok'd, can eaſy ſit, 
And free from Paſſion to fuch Wrongs ſubmit? 


What's Honour, when with Toils and Hazards gain'd” 
, 


If baſely ſuffer'd to be thus profan'd ? 
Or who that's raiſed above the Crond, can boaſt 
Their Station, if their Fame ſhall thus be loſt ? 


Who can be truly great, in War or Peace, 


That wants the Pow'r to puniſh Wrongs, like theſe? 


Tis Fear of Juſtice makes the Croud adore ? 
Without Revenge, the Wealthy are but poor, 
What's Grandeur, but a vain and empty Show, 
If injur'd by the Frape that crawl below ; | 
And falſely loaded, when the Vermin pleaſe, 
With baſe Affronts, and ſpiteful Calumnies ? 
Such Greatneſs is with ſervile Patience yok'd, 
That tamely fears to puniſh, when provok'd. 
Thoſe that climb high, ſhould always be ſevere, 


Will ſcorn thoſe aweful Pow'rs they ought to fear, 


Commander. 
But 'tis beneath the Noble to reſent 
The groundleſs Stories that the Croud invent. 
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Who would their Boſom with Revenge inflame, 
That knows the Scandal cannot wound their Fame? 
Such poor inferior Malice could not moye 
The Great, bat be deſpis'd by thoſe above. 
The gen'rous Maſtiff does, with Patience, bear 
The Yelps of little Curs h'has Pow'r to tear; 
So ſhould the Brave, unmov'd to Anger, ſcorn 
The Spite of Fools, unworthy of Return ; 
For tis ignoble in the Great, to ſeek 
Revenge upon the Worthleſs, and the Weak. 
Beſides, conſider that the Wiſe advanee 
Their Riches by the Publick's Ignorance. 
"Tis at their Coſt that we enlarge our Fame ; 
Their Overſights give us the wealthy Game. 
Suff'rers, to eaſe their Minds, will Silence break, 
And Loſers always muſt have leave to ſpeak. 


Moral REFLEXIONS on the fore- 
going Dialogue. 


Hould thoſe who-climb the upper Sphere, 
And turn the mighty Wheel of State, 
To Envy's lying Tongue give Far, 
"Twould be a Torment to be Great. 


The Croud, they know not why, approve 
This Man's good Fortune, tother's Fate, 
But of the two, their fickle Love 


Proves oft move dang'rous, than their Hate. 
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He therefore ſhews himſelf moſt wiſe, 
That courts no popular Efteem , 
But when he does to Greatneſs viſe, 


Thinks publick Praiſe a noiſy Dream: 


Nor is he truly brave, that fears 
What Malice ro his Charge can lay; 

But unprovoł d, with Safety fteers, 
In ſpite of all his Foes can ſay. 


No factious Party ever loves 

The proſp rous Fav'rite of a Crown ; 
But whomſoe'er the Court approves, 

The other are for pulling down, 


T'as always been a Rule with thoſe, 
Who from their lawful Duty ſwerve, 

To rail at Men of Worth, as Foes, | 
And cry up Knayes that leaſt deſerve, 
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DIALOGUE x. 


Between a ſpend-thrift Gentleman, who 
had. run out his Eſtate, and his pru- 
dent Lady, about diſpoſing 4 her 
Fointure, to ſupply his farther Extra- 


Id gan Co 


Gentleman. | 
H E Smart of my paſt Follies now I feel ; 
"Tis Time that I my preſent Streights reveal, 
Or Ruin to us-both muſt ſoon enſue, 
If at this Junfture not delay'd by you; 
Therefore I hope you'll anſwer my Requeſt, 
And of two Evils, wiſely chuſe the leaſt, 


| Lady. 

If what you ask to both our Welfare tends, 
We're jointly bound to;be each other's Friends 
In ſuch a Caſe, I nothing can deny 5 
My Duty then commands me to comply . 

But if you only want me to poſtpone 


Your Ruin, by compleating of my own, 
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Ia all Affairs, Plain-dealing is the beſt. 
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And, by falſe Gloſſes, aim at my Conſent 

To things ill offer'd, and unjuſtly meant, 

If my weak Judgment ſhould be ſo ſarpriz'd, 
I hope you'll grant me Time to be advis'd ; 
For Women thro' Miſtake, may fear to find 
Hurtful Events from what is. well deſign'd. 
But pray, my Dear, what is it you requeſt ? 
Let not your Caſe be eloquently dreſt; | 


— — rec AGO ern 


; Gentleman, 

Long have I been imprudent, I confeſs, 
Deaf to Advice, and blind to Ha ppineſe, 
Till my vain Courſe, which I repent too late, 
Has drein'd my Bags, and laviſh'd my Eftate ; 
Impꝛir'd my Credit, ſwell'd my Debts tos large, 
For all my preſent Subſtance to diſcharge :; 
My Houſes and my Lands incumber'd are 
With Sums as weighty as their Worth will bear. 
In ſhort, my All is now in others Pow'r, 
And with a Jayl Pm threaten'd ev'ry Hour ; 
Nor can I hope, leſs you, my Dear, are kind, 
For better Uſage, than to ſtarve canfin'd. 


» _ 


Lady. 

How oft have J in vain, with flowing Eyes, 
Implor'd you to receive my kind Advice ;. 
By all th' Indearments of a tender Wife, 
Engag'd you to reclaim your vitious Lite; 
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Foretold the Bitters that attend the Sweets 
Of drunken Revels, and luxurious Treats; 
The Plagues and Curſes that ſo oft ariſe 
From wanton Jilts, and their expenſive Joys; 
T he Sums they waſte, and Ruin thar attends 
Your hugging worthleſs Flatterers for Friends ; 
Your Racing, Hunting, coftly Games and Sports, 
Your baſe Intrigues, and amorous Efforts, 


With an unjuſt and ſcandalous Intent 


To injure and debauch the Innocent? 

Have I not weeping, proftrate on my Knees, 
Told you the fatal Conſequence of theſe ; 
Beg'd you to ſtop you your ruinous Career, 
Before Deſtruction was advanc'd ſo near? 


Yet my kind Counſels no Amendment wrought, 


Or could my LeGures raiſe one ſober Thought ; 
But ſtill the ſame ill Courſes would you run, 
As if you madly ftrove to be undone. 

Therefore, fince thus you've laviſh'd your Eftate, 
And would not ſee your Errors, till too late; 
What can you ask of an unhappy Wife, 


That ſhares the Mis'ries of a needy Life, : 
Unleſs *tis ſomething that, of Courſe, muſt tend 53 
To. make us both more wretched in the End ? i 
Gentleman. 

"Tis in your Pow'r to yield me a Supply, 4 | 
And on your Goodneſs I alone rely ; 4 
"Leſs you can pity my unhappy State, F 


A Priſon, for my Life, muſt be my Fate. 
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My paſt raj has been great, TI own 

I no Excuſe can plead for what I've done: 

Yet ſure ſo good a Wife cannot refuſe 

Forgiveneſs to a poor repenting Spouſe ; 

Or let him loſe his Liberty, for want 

Of a kind Boon, that's in her Pow'r to grant; 

For. Love and Duty bind the marry'd Pair 

To ſhare the Burthens of each other's Care, 

Both are by mutual Obligations ty'd, 

And ſhould not for themſelves apart provide ; 

But ought, without the leaſt Reſerve, tö bear 

Each other's Croſſes, and alike ſhould fare; 

And not, like Buckets in a Well, for one 

To riſe, whilſt other {inks the lower down, 

What Woman, in the School of Vertue bred, 

Who does the World's Reproach and Scandal dread» 

Can ſee her Husband drowning, and refuſe her 
(Aid? 


Lady. 

I'm now condemn'd, I find, before I'm try'd; 
You have not ask'd as yet, or I deny d, 
What you intend, when you reveai, I fear, 
Will dang'rous to your ſelf or me appear: 
»Tis not without ſome Reaſon you digeſt 
8o long a Preface to a ſhort Requeſt, 
The cunning Plcaders of the doubtful Laws, 
Harangue the moſt in a deceitful Cauſe ; , 
And ſubtile Stateſmen, who preſide at Court, 


Always ſpeak faireſt, when they mean moſt Hurt, 
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Why thus the Op'ning of your Mind ſuſpend, 
Unleſs your Meaning had ſome noxious End? 
However, let me know how far you would 
Impoſe on a weak Woman, if you could; 
And if I find what you require, does lie 
Within the Bounds of Duty, I'll comply : 
But ſhould your Importunities extend 
Beyond what human Reaſon can defend, 
Tho? bound in Wedlock, Woman ftill is free 
To guard againſt approaching Miſery; 
For tho' Man lords it o'er his female Mate, 
Selt-Preſervation, in a nuptial State, 
Juſtly becomes a prudent Woman's Care, 
When ſhe beholds her Husband's Ruin near, 
Who always was too wiſe for good Advice, 
But, wedded to his Harlot's Cups and Dice, 


Would make his own Deftruction his unhappy 
(Choice, 


Had I ſuperfluous Bags to eaſe your Want, 
The wealthy Hoard I would be glad to grant; 
But if you aim, as I have Cauſe to fear, 

At what concerns my Happineſs more near, 
Believe no Duty can enjoin a Wife 
T' embrace, that can prevent, a wretched Life, 


. 


; Gentleman. 
To make me ſafe, there is no Way, bat one, 
And that depends on your Conſent alone, 
You have already div'd into my Breaſt ; ' 
I find I need not tell you my Requeſt: | A 
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You know haw Far tis i in your Pow'r to ſave 
Your Spouſe. from what's more fatal than the Grave; 
For he that does his Liberty ſurvive, 

Worſe than if dead, is bury'd whilſt alive, 
And even wants that Comfort to foreſee 
W hen the kind Fates will end his Miſery, 
This will be my hard Caſe, leſt you relent, 
And by your Aid th* impending Doom prevent; 
For ['ve no Friend but you, that can impede 
The threat' ning Storm that gathers o'er my Head. 
I therefore hope, my Dear, you'll not poſtpone 
My preſent Safety, to conſult your own 
Apart from mine ; but chearfully agree 
To hazard all, that I once more may be " 


From the harſh Threats of Duns, and Bayliff's In- 
(ſults free. 


Lady. 

Well may you be aſham'd of your Requeſt ; 
Tho? not declar'd, your Meaning may be gueſt, 
However, leſt I ſhould miftake your Aim, 

And cenſure wrong, when you deſerve no Blame, 
Pray, tho' you bluſh to tell me, let me hear 
Whether you build your Hopes on what I fear ; 
For *cis ill Manners, counting Lovers ſay, 

Before the Queſtion's ask'd, to anſwer Nay. 


Gentleman. 


I have already told you my Diſtreſs, 
And all the Hardſhips of my preſent Caſe; 
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How deeply I'm involv'd, what tis I dread ; 
How wretched by my youthful Follies aide: 
Yet, to relieve my Wants, would you but ſell 
Your Jointure, my Aﬀairs might yet do well: 


With Part of that I might my Debts compound, 


And in ſome Poſt lay out a thouſand Pound; 
Good Husband turn, and by Induſtry raiſe 


The Sums I've ſpent a thouſand fooliſh Ways, 


Who knows how lucky the laſt Stake may proye, 
Would you bur give this Inſtance of your Love? 


Fortune has always ſome good Chance in Store 


For thoſe, whoſe ger'rous Deeds have made 'em poor. 


Lady. 

a5 have you broach'd, at laſt, your kind nt 7 
1 gueſt before what all your Stam'ring meant. 
If you've one Grain of Juſtice in your Breaſt, 
Well may you bluſh at ſuch a baſe Requeſt ; 
Which, if I granted, we the worſe ſhould fare, 
And both be made more wretched than we are. 
You've lop'd already ev'ry Branch and Shoot, 
And now that's ſpent, you're aiming at the Root. 
Was not my Fortune anſwerably great 
To your ill-got, unfortunate Eftate ? 
Was I not young and fair, of equal Birth, 
Agreable in Perfon and in Worth ? 
And now my Dowry's waſted and miſpent, 
And your own Lands inyolv'd for Money lent, 
Would you make-me, to your eternal Shame, 
An equal Suff'rer, who deſerves no Blame? 
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Have I, by vain Extravagance or Pride, 
Impair'd your Wealth ; your Credit miſapply'd ? 
Haye I been fond of ey'ry Mode that's new, 
Or ſunk your Bags to make a gawdy Shew ? 
Have I been craving, in the Courſe you've run, 
To make a ſep'rate Purſe, as ſome have done? 
Haye I not oft in Tears your Fate foretold, 
Unleſs you timely would your Speed with-hold :; 
Begg'd you, in Words becoming of a Wife, 
To put a Stop to your luxurious Lite ? 
And after all, would you have me to ſhare 
I. A Load of Mis'ries, Pve no Right to bear; 
| Give the laſt Stake into your Pow'r, to ſpend, 
On which, I fear, we now muſt both depend ? 
t ? No, I ſhall ne'er comply with your Requeſt ; 
You've ſpent your own, and ['ll ſecure the reſt. 
Have you no Iſſue? O! ingrateful Fe /- 
And would you make your Children Beggars too ? 
No, live, and let Repentance be your Doom, 
No Pity ſhall my Prudence avercome, 
No Child of mine, whilſt I the Staff command, 
I hall be made wretched by a Mother's Hand. 
1'I11 not conſent to your unjuſt Deſires ; 
your Want of Care, the more in me requires, 
»Tis true, the Husband ought to bear the Rule, 
But Duty binds no Wife to be a Foo], 


; Gentleman, 1 
Should my Propoſals to your Ruin tend, 
Againſt ſuch Wrongs you ſhould your ſelf de fend, 
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Reforms, and to our Welfare ſtands inclin'd, 
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Or ſhould I aim to do my Children hurt, 
'You juſtly might condemn the baſe Effort: 
Bur my Requeſt is with a good Intent, 
And only for our mutual Safety meant. 


1d pay my Debts, then buy ſome gainful Poſt, 


And labour to retrieve what I have loſt; 


Convert your Kindneſs to a proſp'rous Uſe, 
Ard never more be fooliſh or profuſe ; 


Abjare each coſtly Vice, reclaim 'my Life, 


Cheriſh my Children, and indulge my Wife; 


Adhere to Bus'neſs, nothing elſe purſue, 

But the ſole Int'reſt of my Babes and you 2 
And queſtion not, but wein Time ſhall ſee 
Our ſelves once more in full Proſperity ; 

For tho? we've lotig been fooliſh, if the Mind 


And our Induſtry ſhews our good Intent, 
Heav'n crowns our Labours with a kind Event. 
But if theſe Motives are too weak to move 

Your Pity, or prevail upon your Love, 
By your Perverſenefs my Deſigns are croft, 
And whilſt you dwell in Safety, I am loft, 


| Lady, 
Theſe are but Fictions, meltingly expreft, 
To move Compaſſion in a female Breaft, 
That a. weak Woman may conſent to Fwy 
Her ſelf and Children Wrong, to pleaſure you: 
What Poſt has your induſtrious Genius choſe ? 
To be a Rakiſh Captain, I ſuppoſe, 
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That when I'm beggar'd, you abroad may rohm, 

And leave your Babes and I to ſtarve ar Home; 

Tarn mighty Hero in ſome foreign Field, 

Fight to grow rich; and conquer till you're kill'd; 

And all the Spoils and Trophies that you win, 

If you ſurvive the Danger, ſhall be mine. 

Should I with theſe wild Projects but agree, 

I can but think how wealthy we ſhould be! 

You at a Diſtance cloth'd in tatter'd Red; 

And me and mine diſtreſs'd for Want of Bread. 
Are theſe the Golden Dreams that fill your Brains? 

Muſt 2 red Coat produce theſe mighty. Gains ? 

Is it from thence your wond'rous Hopes ariſe, 

Of building Caſtles in the airy Skies? 

Is this the Care you'll take of me and mine, 

It I my only poor Remains reſign? 

Since that's your Aim, ſucceſsleſs ſhall you craye - 

I'll never part with what I've Pow'r to ſave ; 

For he that's ſo imprudent, as to waſte 

A clear Eſtate he might have ſtill poſſeſt, 

When once redac'd to Impotence and. Want, 

Is ſeldom bleſt with Wiſdom to invent 


New Methods to regain what fooliſhly he ſpent, 


Gentleman, 

Nay, if a Wife thus pitileſs can prove, 
Bound to be kind by Duty and by Love, 
Where can I hope for ity in Diſtreſs, 
Among the barb'rous Herd of human R ace ? 
K 2 
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What Help expect from the negleAful Hands 
Of fawning Flatterers, or frozen Friends? 

What Eaſe or Comfort from the ſnarling Duns 

Of craving Creditors, who ſeek my Bones? 

At laſt, what Friendfhip from! a boiſt'rous Crew 
Of Bayliffs, Jaylors and the Lord knows who, 
Where dusky Vaults,with Doors and Windows barr'd 
Muſt keep me clole, and Villains be my Guard ? 2 
Thus muſt I ſtarve, confin'd to ſmoaky Air, | 
Cold Water, and brown Cruſts, perhaps, my Fare, | 
With ruſty Beard, and ragged Cloths diſguis'd, 
By Foes inſulted, and by Friends deſpis'd; 

Forſaken by my Children and my Wife; | 
O! who can bear with ſuch a dreadful Life? N 
Such frightful Mis'ries now advanc'd ſo nigh, | | 
Will ſurely give me Courage to defy 
Man's Pow'r, and rather chuſe to ftab and die. 
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Lady. | 
But hold, my Dear, your Paſſion ſoars too high; f 
Theſe ought to be your Fears, ſhould [ comply: 
Then might we idly laviſh our Remains, 
And Starving be the fatal Conſequence ; 
But whilſt we keep this Reſidue entire, 
We're lafe, at worſt, from all thoſe Wants you fear; 
For ſhould a Priſon be at laſt your Fate, 
You ſhan't alone peep thro' the diſmal Grate, _ 
W hate'cr your Suff*rings or Misfortunes prove, 15 
V11 till maintain my Duty and my Love, 


| 8 


fear; 
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And with you ſhare, like an obedient Wife, 


The worſt Afflictions that attend your Life; 

Cheriſh, indulge, love, honour A; 

So far as in a juſt and righteous Way: 5 Uh 
But ne'er conſent, whilft I behold the Rigs vie OE 

To wrong my Children of their native Right; 

For what fond prudent Mother would apree 


To ruin ſuch young Plants, to prop a falling Tree. 


Gentleman, 
On ſecond Thoughts, I cannot blame your Care ; 
Your Anſwer's juſt, and my Requeſt unfair. 
T no Misfortune dread, Fm now at Eaſe, 
And thank you for your kind Aſſurances. 
Let the worſt happen, I'll enjoy Content; 
Your faithful Love gives Freedom in Reftraiur, - N 
He's always arm'd againſt a wretched: Life, " 
That's happy in a juſt and prudent Wife. 
« | 


Moral REFL EXIONS on the fore 
going Dialogue. 


1 * Husbands often blame their Wives 
For good Advice and needſul Ca re; 

When, were it not for them, their Lives 
Would be more wretched than whey are. 
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What Woman can with Patience ſee 


Her Husband laviſh-his Eſtate, | 
And then at his Requeſt agree 
To make her ce more great? 


The Man that's to bis Ruin bens, 

Is not alone a Fool, but Knave, 
If once he asks his Wife's Conſent 

To ſell what ſhe has Pow'r to ſave, 


What Puniſhment does ſuch a Wretch, 
Amidſt bis vitious Life, deſerve, 
Who, to indulge a luſt ful Itch, 
Would bring bis Family to ſtarve? 


Moſt careleſ Hwbbands , hen undone, 
Upon their Wives will caft the Blame, 


Mben their own Vices make it known, 


That to themſelves they ocve their Shame. 


Therefore the Wife that brings a Dow” , 
And bas Settlement in Lies, 


Is wiſe, that keeps it from the pe 07 
Of him that does bis Luſts purſue. 
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DIALOGUE Xv. 


Between a Diſſenting Alderman, and fis 
High-Church Lady. 


Alderman, 
W HY to St, Paul's, my Dear? What make you 
(chuſe 

A Church that 7a obites and Papiſts uſe, 
Where Ergliſh Maſs is lyrick'd o'er by Boys, 
And Popiſh Bagpipes make a hideous Noile ? 
How can a ſober Chriſtian be devout 
Amidſt ſuch Fa-la-la, and Toot-a-Toot ? 
A Jargon that profanes the Sabbath-Day, 
And makes you fitter far to dance, than pray? 


Lads 

Tis ftrange, my Love, that your miC-julgiog' Ear 
Can the hoarſe Croakings at your Meeting hear, 
Where ev'ry Saint affects a diff'rent Tone, 
And the ſad Tribe, inſtead of finging, groan; 
Led by a Clerk, as ſtupid as a Poſt, 
Who drawls the Plalm, and chants like any Ghoſt ; 
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As if to ſing God's Praiſe, was to rejoyce, 
Not with a chearful, but a frightful- Voice. 
H ow can your Soul ſuch anxious Diſcord bear, 
Or take Delight in a tremendous Jar . 
Yet ſnarl at Muſick ſo divinely ſweet, 
Where heav'nly Sounds in heav'nly Order meet; 
Such that are only fit to praiſe the Lord, 
And join our liſt 'ning Souls with one Accord? 
The Hebrew Pſalmiſt, after God's own Heart, 
Did on his Harp his holy Praiſe exert ; 
Eftabliſh'd Muſick in the Houſe of Pray'r, 
And daily had his heav'nly Conſorts there, 
That his bleſt Mind might be the higher rais'd, 
And Heay'a with greater Fervency be prais'd, 
His Son, the wiſeſt of the Kingly Race, 
With Muſick did his holy Temple grace; 
All Sorts their chearful Harmony expreſt, 
That the Lord's People might the more be bleſt, 
And that the facred Dwelling might be found 
Leſs rich in Gold and Saphir, than in Sound. 
Since theſe divine Examples Scripture brings 
Down from the wiſeſt and the belt of Kings, 
And in ſweet Harmony each heav'nly Mind 
Does ſuch Refreſhments in Devotion find, 
W hat ſtupid Mortal can, without Abuſe 
To Heav'n, object againſt it's pious uſe, 
Unleſs debarr'd, by a defective Ear, 
Of Bleſſings which more perfect Chriſtians hear? 
To ſuch, the Charms of Muſick are no more, 
Than artful Painting to a grov'ling Boar ; 
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poetick Raptures to au Ideot ſpoke, 

Or the bright Diamond to the Fable- Cock. 
Your Dullneſs therefore the Objection makes, 
Or elſe you're lectur'd into dark Miſtakes; | 
For Muſick muſt, with heay* oly Pleaſares, fil 
The Soul, left deaf by Nature, or by Will. 

It is a ſhort-liv'd Taſte of fature Joys, 

To which the Saints in full Perfection riſe ;- 


For all we hope hereafter to poſleſs, 
Are everlaſting Harmony and Peace, 


Expreſ'd in Hallelajahs which ſhall never ceaſe, 


Alderman; 
What ſignifies this High-Church long Harangue 7 
Muſick, I find, has giv'n your Tongue a Twang. 
Tho' David and his Son, in ancient Time, 
a Had their Church- Pipes. they now may be a Crime: 
8 What, tho' they did on Flutes and Cornets play, 
We're Chriſtians now, and more refin'd than they; 


| D'ye make no Diff'rence, in your High- Church 
(Flights 


-Twixt waa and Fewiſh Iſraelites V 

Would you profane the People of the Lord, 

And make em with their mouldy Rites accord? 

So Aaron, Pack-horſe like, wore Bells, they ſay ; 

Why don't your High-Prieſt do the like, I pray ?' 
ar ? No; you've improv'd your Bells t' a heavier Weight; 

The Drndg*ry now would be, alas ! too great; 
Therefore:they are aloft in Steeples hung, (fung, 
To pleaſe the Rooks and Jackdaws, when they're: 

K 5 


And madly jangl'd o'er. the Weftern Porch, 3 
To chime your lothful Worſhippers to Church ; 
Pull'd round at Weddings, to diſturb the 8 
And pick the Bridegroom's Poeket of a Crown; 
Rung out at Fun'rals, that the Heir, with Take 
May pay his Father's Farewel, or his Foy ; 33 
Clatter'd thro' all the Kingdom, to amuſe | | 
The Land, at ev'ry trifling Piece of News, ! 
Theſe, like your Organs, are Church-Muſick too; 
F But pray what Good do all their Thunder do! 

i A Bell may at a Tavern-Bar be hung, 
Becauſe leſs noiſy thin a Woman's Tongue, | 
And may be rung, to give the Draw'r a Call, p 
To prevent Madam's more ingrateful Squall, 

So may your Heathen Bag-pipes be of Uſe 

In Snithfeld Booth, or Wapping Muſick- houſe, 
That drunken Sea-men, and their wanton Tralls, 
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May ſhake their Heels, to pleaſe the gazing Fools. I 
But in a Church, the Bahlonian Noiſe 18 
Is only fit to pleaſe the Girls and Boys: N E 
The Voices of the People all are drown'd, 11 
And their Praiſe ſtifl'd by the Jargon Sound, 6 « 
That when they fiog, they might as well be dnt 
For Nothing's heard but Tweedle. diddle- hum. 4 
Beſides, what Saint can hear the Church profan'd | A 
With noiſy Pipes, that do in Brothels ſtand, If 
And not, with bluſhing Shame and Anger, ſee A 
The roaring Piece of vain Idolatry ny 1A 
Stand up exalted, gilt and painted oer, 11 H: 


Like that vile Fexabel, the ſcarlet Whote 2 


too; 
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Ah! Wife, they much offend this godly Town, 
And when the Saints bear Rule,they muſt came down ; 
For to God's Houſe it is a great Abuſe, 
To have thoſe wicked Inſtruments in Uſe, 
W hoſe vile ugballow'd Whiſtles roar aloud 
In Fairs and Brothels, to delight the Croud. 


HF 


Lady. 

I find, my Dear, you're wonderful preciſe, 
But till muſt think you are more nice than wiſe,” _ 
Why at your Ev'ning-Ledtures do —— 140 
Candles, ſince Strumpets do the ſame in Stews ? 
The Bible too you may as well condemn, 
Becauſe we find the Wicked read the ſame : 
Why not our Garments from our Bodies tear, 
Since Whores and Rogues do the like Clothing wear? . 
Or why with a ſafe Conſcience ſay your Pray'rs 


4 In Engliſh, ſinee the Rake in Engliſh ſwears ? 
Fools. 5 | 
Shame on your Folly, to condemn what's good, 


Becauſe it's us'd profanely by the Lewd . 


; You may as well cry, Pull the Churches down, | 


'Cauſe, Play-houſe like, they're built with Brick and 
(Stone ; 


And rais'd, perhaps, by the * Hands that rear 


0 A Popiſh Chappel, or 2 Theatre. | 
I If theſe are all th* ObjeAions you can raiſe 


Againſt Church- Muſick, which exalts our Praiſe, 
A rev'cend Teacher of your own, long ſince, 


Has ſaid cnongh.t' explode your Ignorance, 


L 204 J 
Thus, in his Works, the good old Man, we find, 
To his diſſenting Flock declares his Mind. 
eas Spetacles cauſe weak and aged Sight 
Jo read the holy Text with more Delight, 
So Mafick in the Praiſe of God, *tis plain, 
n - Comforts and eleyates the Soul of Man. 


| Alderman. 

Singing is Muſick ; but he does not ſay 
That noiſy Organs ſhould in Churches play; 
Pipes in ill Houſes praGtis'd, to entice 

Unwary Youth into expenſive Vice. 

I fay, and fill by what J ſay 11 ſtand, 
That tis a Scandal to a Chriſtian Land: 

A {ad Offence, that what fo long has been 

In Brothels us'd, ſhonld be in Churches ſeen. 
I ſay, they're filthy Pipes, that hum and ſqueak 
In Moorfields Bawdy-houſes all the Week; 
And therefore ſhould not be allow'd to play 
In the Lord's Houſe upon the Sabbath-Day : 
They're odious Baubles, and their Practice ſhew 
They ſerve both God and wicked Mammon too. 
I cannot bear em, talk of '*m no more, 
I'd rather hear the Towver Lyons roar ; 
I tell thee they're the Bag - pipes of the Whore. 
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Let not your Warmth, my Dear, your Paſſion r ; 
Pray hear me, I have ſomething more to ſay, 
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d, Since you allow the Church ſhould never chuſe, 
For ſacred Uſes, what the World miſuſe, og 
And that the Organ's ſhameful, cauſe employ'd;, - . 
Where lawleſs Freedoms are too oft enjoy d; 
Why do your holy Teahers preach.in Halls,. 
So oft debauch'd with drunken Feſtiyals.; 
Where Gluttons meet in Crouds, with a Deſign: 
To gorge on. Dainties, and inebrious Wine, 
Till ſurfeited with both; then reel away, 
And ſtagg' ring, ſneẽ how they've abus'd the Day; 
Yet, without Scruple, you, the Sons of Grace, 
Can chaſe, for Worſhip, the unhallo'd Place, 
And the next Sabbath. bait the ſcarlet Whore, 
Where Sots their Bumpers ſwill'd the Day before, 
And ſtuff'd their Guts like Swine, inftead of Men, 
Till their ſwoll'n Paunches could no more contain; 
K Let to thoſe Swilil-tubs you can have Recourſe, 
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There preach and pray without the leaſt Remorſe; 
And, notwithſtanding ir ſo oft has been 
3 Profan'd, and made by vain Exceſs unclean, 

* Y Yet to your Hall you can be reconeil'd, 

0. 3 Tho? ne'er ſo much with drunken Sins defil'd ; © 
Ant dare not tread your Foot on holy Ground, 
For fear the Organ, by its heav'nly Sound, 

ay Should your proud: Zeal and ſqueamiſh Conſtience 

(wound ; 
| And all that gives your Conſcience Diſcontent, 

a way; IIl Houſes have debauch'd the Inſtrument, 
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So wand' ring reſtleſs Spirits fly the Light 
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Thus ſqueamiſh Saints, who from the Church with- 
: | 8 | | (draw, 

O'cr Mountains leap; and ſtumble at a Straw. 
What tho' in Brothels they ſhould Organs build, 
Yet thoſe in Churches rais'd, are ne'cr defil'd. 
They never breath their Harmony, or play, 
But to exalt the Service of the Day, ; 
And by their heav'nly Sweetneſs, to incline - 
The Soul to only think of Things divine; 
To chaſe away ill Thoughts that interfere, 
And make our Church-Devotion leſs ſincere. - 


So holy David tun'd his heav'aly Lyre, 


That the evil Spirit might from Saul retire :- 
But you, my Dear, are worſe poſſeſs'd than he, 
And even fly the Pow'r of Harmony; 

With frighted Ears the Charms of Muſick ſhun, 
Will by no heav'nly Influence be won, 

But with the Ficnd that haunts you, to your Meet: 


(ing run. 


And in dark Shades and Caverns ſeek the Night, 


Alder man. 
O! wicked Fezatel ! what is't you mean ? 


D'ye think your Husband mad, you Popiſh Quean ? 


Am I poſleſt with an infernal Sprite, 

Yau Witch of Endor, nay, you Facobite? 

Muſt I be leQtur'd thus, you Harradan, 
Becauſe I am not of your High-Church Clan? 


jean ? 


The very Name torments me with the Gripes. 


Can empty Sound with holy Pſalms agree, 
Like Tweedle-diddle, Hey Boys, up go we? 


And when their Aati-chriſtian Toots I hear, 
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Avaunt, thou Satan, I abhor thy Pipes, 


Organs! their filthy Tootings fright my Soul. 
Do People come to Church to caterwaul? 
Muſt noiſy Hum drum paſs for holy Praiſe ? 
Why don” t you dance too, when your Muſick plays? 25 


Im a true Low-Church Proteſtant, and hate 

To hear your Pipes, in whoſe Defence you prate: 
Their odious Sound ſhall never take with me ; 
Their very Breath ſinells ſtrong of Popery; 


I fancy that the ſcarlet Whore is near, 
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I'll by no Dagon Witchcraft be o'ercome ; 
Pipe me no Pipes, I hate their wicked Hum. 


Lady. 


1 find, my Dear, you are a perſeQ Saint, 
Skill'd more in Calumny, than Argument, 
That can a thouſand bng.bear Names deviſe, 
To blacken what you love to ſtigmatize, 
That the rank Venom: you imbib'd, when young, 
May on the Church be darted with your Tongue, 
Tho? the vile Dirt on ſacred Walls you throw, 
And inbred Malice your Invectives ſhow, 
Are all too weak and windy, to prevail 
With any but the ſpiteful Sons of Baal, | 
Whoſe fiery Zeal does from their Malice riſe, 45 
And only i is ill Nature in Diſguiſe ; ; 
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Whoſe beſt Religion is but formal bew, 


And Faith inclining to be ever new; 


For their great Rule is only to diſguſt, 
And quarrel with the Pow'r that's uppermoſt, 


So Dang-hill Poultry always look awry, 


And: cackle at thoſe Birds. that higher fly ; 
Take all, whoſe ſtronger Pinions make their Flights: | 
Above their Level, to be Hawks or Kites. 
Nor is a nearer Path to Heav'n, your Aim; 
Your Parity, alas! is all but Sham, 
"Tis Int'reſt makes you from the Church diſſent, 
And for more Gain, you would your Choice repent; 
Tell Beads, ſing Maſs, or hear the Organ play, 
If Idol Gold was but to pave the Way; 
For he that will for Int'reſt, put a Force 


On human Reaſon, and will chuſe the worſe, 


Would ſoon embrace the hetter, to enrich his Purſe. 
The Saints, who are to worſhip Mammon giv'n, 
Always think Wealth the ſafeſt Path to Heav'n. 


| Alderman. 
O] vile preſumptuous Peſtilence, to preach. 


On holy Things beyond a Woman's Reach. 


Thou Female Perkinite, I'IT find a Day 

To make thee know thou'rt in a dang'rous Way. 
Now I'm in haſte, and cannot ſtay ſo long 

As to convince thee, what thou ay | is wrong. 

Tis the bange. Hour, and Bus ne ſs muſt have Place, 
There's Time for Gela, as well as et Grace, | 


— 
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Lady. 
Go, Miſer, eant no more of Grace to me; ; 

The only Hell thou fear'ſt, is Poverty. 

Thou ſeek'ſt no future Heay' n, beyond thy Gold; 

For that, thy Conſcience has been bought and ſold: 
lights 3 And tho' you leave the Church for City-Halls ; 

et, like a true Low Saint, when Iat'reſt calls, 
You can forſake the Meeting, for St. Paul's. 


wade Moral REFLExT1oNs on the foregoing 
: Dialogue. 

i 4 Hoſe to the Love of Money bred, & 
Altho' they mighty Zeal profeſs 5 
irſe · \ For Cburch or Meeting, will be led f 

n, | By Int'reſt, which our Saints call Grace. 


Tho with the Church they diſagree, 

They ſoon can let their Scruples fall; / 
A Proſpect of Proſperity 

Muſt be allow'd a beav'uly Call. 


hy 3 The Hopes of Wealth direct the Way, 
Inclines em to be cool oy arm: 

ed Thus Int'reſt does their Conſcience ſway, 

, And lets em looſe, or keeps em firm. 
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heir Cavils, which they Scruples call, 
Are only Blinds, by cbich they bide 
Their Av rice, and the Dev'l and all, 


1 The Popiſh Smock's a great Offence, 


But yielding theſe, won't pleaſe the Saints, 
Without the Church Revenue too, 


The Fools diſſent they know not why, 

The Crafty for their private Ends; 
But either, could they gain thereby, | 
Would gladly with the Church be Frienas. 


That lurk beneath their Hiff. neck d Pri de. 


The Catcalls fright em <vith their Mea; 


DiALOGUE 
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Beneath theſe Shocks, what Meaſures ſhall I take? 
; If Credit fail me, I at once muſt break. | | 
Bills for three thouſand Dollars muſt I pay ; 
My Door will now be haunted ev'ry Day. 

Notes of my Hand beſides grow due apace, 
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| what malign Planet threatens, my Affairs, 

And thus torments me in my filver Hairs ? 

| My younger Labours with Succeſs were crown 'd, 

| But in my Age the Fraits of all are drown d. 

| What have I acted that could thus diſpleaſe 
That Pow'r that governs the tempeſtuous Seas "Ms or.” 
| Two Veſſels in the Compaſs of two Tears, 


DIALOGUE XVI 


| Between a melancholy unfortunate old 
Merchant, and his parſimonious N 
Lady. . 


Merchant. 
AD News, my Dear, the Greybound Gally's loft, 


She ſtranded homewards on the Spaniſh Coaſt, 
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Bound ontwards; taken by the Privateers ; = - 
Three richly laden, by the Winds and Waves 


Were ſank, and lie entomb'd in. liquid Graves. 


Which, if delay'd, will publiſh my Diſgrace, 
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What ſhall I do, or how maintain my Ground ? 
My preſent Wants require two thouſand Pound: 


Nor can 1 hope to raife it, but by Friends, 
Who always fail him moſt, that moſt depends, 


| Lady. 

Be patient, Love, diſorder not your Mind ; 
Fortune next Year, perhaps, may prove more kind, 
You have not yet conſider d how to ſteer | 
Your Courſe, to ſhun thoſe Rocks and Shelyes you fear 
You've Goods enough within your preſent Pow'r, | 
To fetch that Sum you mention, ev'ry Hour. 
Your Diſappointments have been great, F own, 
But you're to blame to think your ſelf undone. 
"Tis true, you have ſome Canſe for your Complaints, 


„ — 
r * 
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'Þ 
But cannot be beneath ſuch preſſing Wantz IM 
I know your prudence has been mueh too great 1 
To venture on the Seas your whole Eſtate. 18 


Therefore, my Dear, before yon thus deſpair, 
Know rightly in what Circumſtance you are: 
Think not of Friends ; they may, perhaps, be ſhy, |. 
But your own Wants with your Effects ſupply. | 
Your Vaults and Ware-houſes with Goods are pi 1 
Why then do you deſpond, ſince they are fill'd? 

Give but your Broker e Change the Pow're 

To ſell, and youc can need no Friend, I'm ſure. 
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That Cure will prove much worſe than the Difeaſes| 
There's no Demand of my Commodities 
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| The Town's already full, the Price bat low ; 

I To vend 'em now my preſent Wants would ſhow. 

What's ſtock'd in Shops this Winter will conſume, | 

Then will my Wares to a good Market come. 

But ſhould I ſell 'em now, the World would ſee 

My Loſs has drove me to Neceſlity : 

Then would my Credit fink, and all Men rar,” | 
ind. | Who ſee ſuch dang*rous Symptoms once appear, 2 
[FE That the deſtructive Plague of Bankrupey was near. 

MU fear, The common Rule of Trade does thus adviſe, 

w'r, Sell nothing low, that you're aſſur'd will riſe. 


14408 . 5 
But, fince your preſent Preſſures are ſo great, 
laints, Vou cannot for a better Market wait. 
N vour Caſe, you ſay, is deſp'rate, and your Need, 
t As Matters ſtand, muſt be ſupply'd with ſpeed. 
vour preſent Safety you muſt firſt regard; 
No future Gain ſhould be to that preferr'd, 
Such ill-tim'd Av'rice, when your Ruin's near, 
ſhy, | May hurry on thoſe Dangers which you fear: 
„I But I'm in hopes you'll find ſome other Way 
 pil*g To clear the Aſpedt of a frowning Day, 
d > bDiſperſe thoſe angry Clouds you ſeem to dread, 
And keep the Storm from falling on your Head, 
Therefore conſult how far your Pow'r extends, 


But entertain no Thought of doubtful Friends, 


Diſeaſes | 
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They may prove cool, and my Requeſt deny: 


Twixt ſundry Ways, knows how to chuſe the bet. 
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Againſt the worſt ra have you well provide; 


But Friends, ia whom miſtaken Fools confide, 
Moſt commonly n when i in Diſtreſs they reſ \ 


8 
þ.; 
ny 


e p 
3 jo: IP | 1 | 
I have no preſent Way to raiſe supplies, = | 


But by thoſe Goods, which I foreſee muſt riſe, 
Unleſs to Friends I do my Streights declare, 

Or for large Premiums borrow Sums elfewhere. 
Theſe are the only Meaſures I can ule, 4. | 
And all ſo bad, I know not which to chuſe. 
If, at the Price that's current, I diſpoſe | 
Of my beſt Wares, I Half in Half muſt loſe ; 
If, to my ableſt Friends, I ſhould apply, 


Nor will the craviog Banker be content, 
Without too large a Premium for the Lent ; A 
And, if diſtruſtful, ask my Ware-houſe Key, 


Of twice the Worth, for his Security, 


I know no other Methods TI can take, 
Yet ſtill the worſt is better than to break; 
But happy is the Man, who, when diftreft, 


Lady. 

I own I am not willing you ſhould cloſe 
With any of theſe Meaſures you propoſe. 
I fancy I a better Way can find, 

Than all the Methods you haye yet deſign'd. 
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Since you have been ſo kind a Spouſe to me, 
Tender and loving to a high Degree, 
Walk up, I have a faithful Friend in Store, 
„That will ſupply the Sum you need, or more. 
I Take this, my Dear, I hope *twill 4 your Fears; gp 
That I have ſav'd within theſe twenty Years; 
Let nothtag has been wanting, that could be 

A Credit to your ſelf or Family: 
our Tables have with wholeſome Food been ſpread» 
4 Your Children all genteely eloth'd and bred ; 
our Friends at all Times welcome to the beſt; 
My ſelf in decent good Apparel dreſt; 
: Your Servants all ſuffic'd to their Content, 
, That none could find juſt Reaſon of Complaint. 
i therefore hope you'll now deſpond no more, 
or teaſe your Breaſt with Dreams of growing poor; 


But chear your Heart, and pleaſe your ſelf to ſee 
The good Effects of my Frugality. 


e, 


e. 


| Merchant, 

What's here? I'm quite aſtoniſh'd, I proteſt ; 
My Dear, Iam at once amaz'd and bleſt. 
A hat Providence thy faving Hand muſt-guide 
he beſt. To glean this Gold, ſo timely now apply'd ? 
With Joy my Bus'neſs now I can purſue ; 
$ What Wonders Care and Diligence may do ? 
This is a Bleſſing I could ne'er foreſee, 
J Owing to none but bounteous Heav'n and thee, 
[What Thanks can I return, or how repay 
So kind a Preſent on a neediul Day, 
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When none but melancholy Scenes appear'd, 
And I, involv'd in Care, my Ruin fear'd? 

But pray, my Dear, add this to my Content, 
Inform me of your prudent Management, 
And how you, came to raiſe, and thus poſleſs 
So great A, Sum, to ſerve me in Diſtreſs, 


: Lady. 

You allow'd largely to maintain your Houſe, 
More than enough, unleſs I'd been profuſe. 
T never thought my ſelf too proud or good 
To buy at the beſt hand our daily Food; 
Look'd o'er my Servants with a watchful Eye, 
Ne'er truſted to their Care or Honeſty ; 
But ſee their Bus'neſs done without Abuſe, 
And that they waſted nothing fit for Uſe, 
By this Obſervance, I had Pounds to ſpare 
At the Year's End, to recompence my Care : 
But had I thought my Quality too great 
To've ſtir'd from out my Velvet Chair of State, 
And truſted to my Maids, as others do, 


They'd ſunk by Fraud, what J have ſav'd for you ; 


Lac'd Shoes and Furbeloes long ſince had ſpent 

The Fruits of my induſtrious Management. 
Beſides, the yearly Money you allow'd, 

To make my ſelf and your fair Daughters proud, 

I houſewif'd well, and never would agree 

They ſhould exceed the Rules of Decency, 

I ne'er affected any coſtly Sort 


Of Dreſs, becauſe it was a Mode of Court, 
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Or richly cloth'd my Girls, as if they'd been 
Lord's Daughters, and Companions for the «Queen; 
But made 'em glad to modeſtly appear 
| In decent Serges, manufactur'd here, 
And wore my ſelf ſuch Robes as beft became 
Ihe Birth and Station of a City-Dame. 
I ne'er was fond or forward, in my Life, 
To dreſs more flaunting than my Neighbour's Wife, 
Or vex'd to ſee her Sunday-Gown more fine, 

gor her gay Petticoat more rich than mine. 
II barter'd not my Gold for taudry Lace, 

Or with much Coft adorn'd my honeſt Face: 

I loy'd to keep my Riches in my Purſe, 
Thothe Apparel that I wore was coarſe, 
; And not to hang it round me, to be ſeen 
In Beads and Bracelets, like an Indian Queen, 

I ne'er ſipp'd Coffee, Chocolate, or Tea, 
Ceneva, Brandy, Punch, or Ratefea ; 
No Cloſet-Cordials had to drink apart, 
6 Bat with good Engliſh Ale could chear my Heart, 
Ne'er valn'd coſtly Junkets, Shews, or Plays, 

YY 3”. t 1ov'd e Hen ſpend my peaceful Days; 
: With Care perform'd the Duties of my Life, 
ike a good Mother, Miſtreſs, and a Wife. 
By theſe fair Means I have this Sum obtain'd, 
nd hope in this Diſtreſs *twill prove your Friends 
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Bat if your preſent Wants ſhould call for more, 
have ſome Gold and Jewels yet in Store, > 


eav'n will not fee ſo juſt a Man grow poor, 
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A ee 
Thanks to my Deareſt for this kind Supply, 
In ſpite of Loſs, 'm overcome with Joy, 
Here's full enough to caſe my preſent Cares, 
To ſave my Stock, and manage my Affairs. 
I now can pay my foteign Bills, and raiſe 
My ſinking: Credit to what Pitch 1 pleaſe; 
Be bold on Change, deſpiſe the Frowns of Fate, 


j | And fear no Hell-hound from the Counter Gate. 
i O! happy Woman ! O! Indulging Wife ; 
1 [ W hoſe nurſing Care has givin my Age new Life, 
0 | | What can I ſay, or what hereafter do, 


That may requite this gen'rous Act in you? 
Money ſo bleſt, deſign'd for my Repoſe, 

I'm ſure muſt proſper whereſoe er it goes: 
Future Succeſs, for certain, cannot miſs 
To crown a Bleſſing unforeſeen like this. 
My Loſſes now, I hope, I ſhall ſurvive, 
And do not doubt but I apace ſhall thrive, 
Thy timely kind Aſſiſtance I foreſee 

Will be attended with Proſperity. 
Ere long, my Deareſt, thou ſhalt find thy Gold 
Shall be with Thanks return'd thee double. fold, 
My only Care, thro' the Remains of Life, 
Shall be to recompence ſo kind a Wife; 
To whoſe good Hand, now aped and diſtreſt, 
I owe the Peace and Comforts of my Breaſt ; 
Sure never Man before was in a Wife ſo bleſt. 
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Lady. 
Pm highly glad, my Dear, I could command 
So large a Sum, to ſerve ſo true a Friend. 
'Tis but my Duty to exert my Power, 
Jo help you when a Storm begins to low'r; ; 0 
For ſhe that ſees her Husband on the Brink 
Of Danger ſtand, and ſuffers him to ſink, 


7 Without endeay ring gladly to preſerve 
His Perſon or Repute, deſerves to ſtarve. 
; She merits not that venerable Name 
: Of Wife, but ought, to her eternal Shame, 
To be the Sport of Boys, and Mock of common 
| (Fame., 
Moral REFLExIONS on the fore- 
going Dialogue. 
| E that endeavours, tho in vain, 
| H His Riches fairly to increaſe, | 
19 1 fill a juſt and honeſt Man, 
old. Tho' diſappointed of Succeſs. 
! 


The Merchant, tho he does provide 
Againſt the worſt, muſt Hazards run; 
ind tho' the Odds are on his Side, 

By vent'ring, he is oft undone, 
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I by ſuch Means Mis fortunes fall, 

And Chance ſhould thwart his good Intent, 
A Wife ſhould freely part with all, 
Her Husband's Ruin to prevent. 


Fu ſuch a Caſe, no marry'd Dame 
_ Should for herſelf apart provide, 
Becauſe ſhe cannot juſtly blame 

His wilful Folly, Vice, or Pride. 


Ai tfortunes, by our ſelves unſought, 
Are oft inflited from above, 

No Wife, that knows her Duty, oug be 

TJo let em cool her nuptial Love. 


A Woman ſhould ber utmoſt do, 
Jo yield an honeft Spouſe Supplies; 
M bo does not, is a jilting Shrew, 

_ E Tha#s neither dutiful or wiſe. 
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NE DIALOGUE XVII. 
GBerween the grave Philo ſopher. and bis. 
8  Jolng ſeolding Vi * 
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= | F i nd, my Dear, thy Tongue ſo reſtleſs provesy. 
] That like a running Stream it” always moves; 
Takes wond'rous Pains, for very ſlender Thanks, 
JJ 4nd murmurs like a Brook between its Banks; 
All Day it gallops like a Graveſend Pad, 

3 And if I chance to ſpur, it runs like mad 2 

Nor can the drowſy God of Silence keep 

ue teaſing Waſp from buzzing in its Sleep; 
— 1 loquacious Storms are thy Delight, 

- The Thunder-Claps by Day that vent thy Spite, 
Becho again in Dreams aloud at Night, 
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Wife. 
She that wants Tongue, and is too ealm to rave, 

15 born, if wed, to be a Husband's Slave: : 
All Men are Tyrants to the weaker Sex, 
That have not Senſe to ſtudy how to vex. 
The Tongue's a Woman's Weapon of Defence 3 
To ſcold with Skill's a female Excellence: 
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It guards her from the Inſults of her Spoufe. 
Pre vents Neglect, and does his Spirits rouſe. 
The Husband's always kindeſt to the Shrew, 

. Glad to oblige, and careful to be true z 
Whilft the poor ſilent Fool that ſpares to ſpeak, 
Shall ſcarce receive one Fayour once a Week, 
But be deſpis'd, and lead a hateful Life, 

More like a worthleſs Vaſſal, than a Wife : 

Do this, I ſay, I charge you that forbear ; 
Fine nuptial Muſick in a Woman's Ear ! 

When the kind Husband, if his Bride be wile, 
Fears to offend, and ſcorns to tyrannize ; 
Never commands, but crys, my Dear, I pray, 
And asks in a petitionary Way ; 

Courts the good Humour he is glad to find, 

And ſtudies how to make and keep her kind. 
Wives, like proud Senators, that love to ſpake, 

Are more efteem'd, the greater Noiſe they make: 
One's honour'd by his Prince, becauſe he's fear'd, 
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The other by her Spouſe the more endear'd; 
Whilſt thoſe ſubſervient Wretches, ſilent Wives, 
Fare like nonſpeaking Repreſentatives, 


Becauſe their patient, ſervile Tameneſs, ſhows, 
They're only fit ta paſs for Vea's and No's. 


| Philoſopher, | 
But to talk always, like thy ſelf, my Dear, 
What Man unmov'd, can ſuch a Torment bear? 
No reſtleſs Tongue to factious Clamours bent, 
Can more Contention breed, or Malice vent, 
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Than that rebellious Clack thou keep'ſt in Play, 
Which rowls, like Thunder, round my Houſe all 
Day. 
Thy Breath, like raging Winds; B a Storm, 
And thy own Bell'wings keep thy Paſſion warm ; 
3 & Tho'in my Cloſet lock d, I hear thee loud, 
As the fierce Language of a breaking Cloud ; 
Nor in my ſtudious Hours can EF be free 
| From your ſhrill Clamours at your Maid or me: 
'Tis hard all Day, and when at Night i in Bed, 
Þ only. ſhould with £/op's Diſh he fed. 
Conſider, Love, that a yexatious Tongue] 
Is a tough Bit to tug at, tho' tis young; 
therefore beg, my Dear, that you'll prepare, 
Inſtead of ſo much Tongue, ſome better Fare, 
Oc the harſh Tone of thy provoking Voice, ? 
Will make me blame my Loye, and curſe my Choice . 


9d i For was I free, I'd ſooner wed a Drum, 7 
* Than thus be plagu'd with thy inceſſant Hum: 
ar d, You, without Cauſe, exert your noiſy Heat, 
we But that would never grumble, till *twas be =y 
ves, 
Wife. 

85 What ſignifies your Senſo, aboye a Fool's, 

Or all your boaſted Philoſophick Rules, 

If you want Patience, in a marry'd State, 
* o bear the Pratlings of your nuptial Mate * 
X's Woman mult talk, and exerciſe her Tongue; 
t. ou .know. her Reaſon's weak, her Paſſion's ſtrong s 
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Why then would you, fo very learn'd and wiſe, 


Marry, to run the Hazard of her Noiſe? 
The Fiddle when untun'd, will grate the Ear, 


But, if you'll play on't, you the Sound muſt bear. 
He that abhors a Noiſe, and is ſo weak 


To pull the Bell-Rope in a fooliſh Freak, 
With Patience ought to hear the Clapper ſpeak. 
He that, to pleaſe his Appetite, will take 
A Bees-Neſt, for the luſcio us Honey's Sake, 
If he be ſtung, no Diſcontent ſhould ſhow, 


Becauſe he did' before the Danger know. 


IT thought a true Philoſopher too wiſe 
For Care to'o'er his Patience tyrannize ; 


Too fix'd and reſolute, his Soul too great 


To be diſturb'd at Chance, or mov'd by Fate: 

A Man, ſo guarded againſt Grief and Pain, 

9 hich Mack the Fibres of each common Brain, 
That no vexatious Sting had Pow'r to teaſe 

His ſteddy Mind, or interrupt his Eaſe ; 

But, like a God, he could unmoy'd ſuſtain g 
The heavieſt Burthens, and their Weight diſdain; ; 
Smile at thoſe Plagues which haraſs human Race, 


| And bear the worſt Misfortunes with a Grace. 


But Wedlock makes Philoſophers, I find, 
Forſake the Virtues of a ſteddy Mind, 
And repreſents 'em in that State of Care, 
But juſt as wife as other Husbands are, 
A Wife, forſooth, can't talk, but ſhe muſt ſcold ; 
If filent, ſhe's too dull; if free, too bold; 
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If airy, wanton. if reſery'd, preciſe;  ' 
If ſhe looks pleas'd, ſhe's vitious with her Eyes. 
Thus all Men, in a marry'd State, concur, 
So ſays the Fool, ſo the Philoſopher. 
All without Reaſon will their Cenſures b. 
From the wiſe Teacher, to the worthleſs Aſs: 
He that has ne'er an Eye, is not ſo blind;. 
But in his Wife he can ſome Failing find? 
And ſtill the more a Woman ftrives to pleaſe, . 
Always the greater Faults a Husbaad ſees, - 
What Woman therefore, if it proves her Lot 
To wed a ſtudious Sage, or learned Sot, 
Who among Calves- skin Doublets ſpends his Life, 
And doats upon his Books, inſtead of Wife, 
T4 Would check the Freedom of her Tongue; to tooth 
A choiſter'd Temper, ſurly and uncouth, 
rain, That only with a marry'd State comply'd, 

To have a Nurſe, much rather than a Bride, 

That you might preach up Duty to the Fool, 
Teach her t'obey, whilſt you uſurp the Rule; 
liſdain; Make her believe ſhe's taken from your: Side; -. 
Race, To only gratify your Luſt and Pride 2 
ee. And that ſhe's bound, by Marriage, to ſabmit= 
To ev'ry Edict that her Lord thinks fit? 

But 'tis not all your Gravity ſhall bring 

My Temper to obey my nuptial King 4-0 © 


iſe, 


Ear, 
t bear. 


ak. 


Nor all the artful' Rea&nings you can fhew, 
ſcold ; Philoſophize a Creature call'd a Shrew ; - 
: For ſince you find more Pleaſure in your Books,-, - 
Than in my tender Arms; 2 youthful Looks, 
| 3 
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And to a youthful Bride a greater Curſe, 
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Whene'er you reading fie, my Tongue ſhall walk, 
And when moſt ſilent you, I'll loudeſt talk; 
For ftarch'd Philoſophy's in Wedlock worſe, 


Than Woman's Tongue can be to you Philoſopbers 


| Philoſopher. 
Too late Experience tells me, to my Grief, 
The marry'd Fool is curs'd beyond Relief: 


His Eafe and Wiſdom he at once forſakes, 


Who to his Arms.a reſtleſs Woman takes. 

1 find, alas! in Wedlock there can be 

No Room to exerciſe Philoſophy. 

It is a State by Providence deſigu'd 

To low'r our Pride, and level all Mankind; 
The Anti-Room of Death, where Women rule, 
And place, the wiſe Man equal with the Fool: 
Both are but Slaves to their enchanting Arms, 

To Drydg'ry led in Triumph by their Charms; 
Which, like fine Paintings, that amuſe the Sight, 
And touch the fond Spectator with Delight, 

At a due Diſtanes always beſt appear, 

But loſe their Witcheraft, when you come too near 


Wiſe. 
80 Bookiſh Sots, like you, phllolophixe, I 
Till, in your own Conceits, you're wond'rous wiſe. | 
Fancy, like Marble-Statyes, you ean bear 


The Strokes of Fortune, and the Stabs of Care; 


)0 near? 


Teaches us how to ſuffer, and deſpiſe 
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And ftill unmoy'd, a peaceful Breaſt ſecure 
Amidſt thole Torments weaker Minds endure; 
But, when you're touch'd with Plagues that orheiviiel, — 
1 find your grave Philoſophy muſt reel, 
And all your Wiſdom out of Seaſon Ry 
Prove but a broken Reed to lean upon. | 
So the rank Coward has fometimes belies ren 
He's truly valiant, *till he's undeceiv'd; 
But when he ſees the threat'ning Danger near, 
His Bluſters then are turn'd to pannick Fear. 


Philoſopher. v 
But true Philoſophy preſerves our Eaſe, 
In ſpite of all the World's Uncertainties ; 
Right Contemplation arms the peaceful Breaſt - 
With divine Patience, when the moſt appreſt; 


The Wrongs of thoſe that proudly tyrannize; 
To bear the worſt Confinement or Reſtraint 
Without Reſentment, or the leaſt Complaint: 
To endure Poverty, Contempt, or Pain, 

With comely Grace, and reſolute Diſdain, 

That no Misfortane, tho? it's ne*er ſo great,” 
May reach the Mind, to thwart its happy SUES: 5 
For he is only truly wiſe and brave, 75 
That ſmiling can behold the gaping Grave, 

In whoſe inſatiate Cavity he knows: - 


Next Moment he ſhall tale his ſweet Repoſe, - 
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Wife. 
And can a Man, ſo hardy and fo wiſe, 
That he can ſmile at Pain, and Want deſpiſe, 
Be tortur'd by a fooliſh Woman's Tongue, 
Becauſe 'tis to-her own Advantage hung? 
Shame on your weak Pretences, to defy 
Thoſe Cares of Life no human Race can fly, 
And yet at once give up your boaſted Eaſe, 


_ Unable to withſtand a Woman's Teaſe. 


"Tis ſtrange the Prattle of a Wife ſhould be 

Too pow 'rful for your whole Philoſophy, 

And at once conquer all thoſe muſty Rules, 
Deriv'd from Heathen Boaks, and Chriſtian Schools! 
Do all your Vertues yaniſh, when I ſpeak ? 

Are you unarm'd, when I my Silence break? 
Have you no Patience, when your Wife is near? 
Does Wiſdom fly the Field, when 1 appear? 

Can a weak Woman's verbal Thunder ſtorm 

A Mind no other Evils can allarm, 

That uncontroul'd enjoys a happy State, 

And ſcorns to flinch beneath the Frowns of Fate? 
No, no, your Reſolutions are too ſtrong 

To yield to the Aſſaults of Woman's Tongue; 
Your Patience is impregnable, and fears 

No Foe, that only can alarm your Ears; 

Or elſe, like Fools, buoy'd up by mere Surmiſe, 
You've, in a grave Philoſopher's Diſguiſe, 

Slept o'er your Books, and only dreamt you're wiſe. 


d ! 


L 229: | 
Philoſophev. | 

Wiſdom, the Miſtreſs of the Scul, we find! 
Is the dear Darling of the ſtudious Mind, 
Deriv'd'of Heav'n, by Contemplation rais'd” 
In human Thought, by all belov'd and prais'd: 
By Pains and Study we muſt win the Prize, 
Grace and right Thinking only makes us wiſe ; _ 
By one our Reaſon does the ſtronger grow, 
By *tother Gift we practiſe what we know. 
But who, that in the Marriage-ſnare is caught, 
Can raiſe his Soul upon the Wings of Thought 
Who claim a Place among the wiſer Rank, 
That once has out of that Chureh- Bucket drank ? - 
What Mortal, toſs'd in thet tempeſtuous Sea, 
Enjoys the Sweets of Peace and Harmony ? 
Or who in Wiſdom's Search delight his Soul, 
That daily hears ſuch nuptial Thunder rowl ?: 
No, no, the matrimonial Nooſe, my Dear, 
Was ne'er deſign'd for a Philoſopher 
For tho' the Wiſe, by Strength of Mind; withſtand” 
The common Strokes of Fortune's heavy Hand, 
Yet Reaſon's mighty Force, tho' ne'er ſo ſtrong, | 
Join'd with habitual Vertue practis'd long, 8 
Cannot for bear to tremble at a elam'rous Tougue. 

So the bold true-bred Maſtiff walks in State, 
And peaceably ſecures his Maſter's Gate; 
Bears the rude Snarls of little Curs with Scorn, 
But hates the Clangor of the Gelder's Horn; 


1 2304 
At ev'ry hideous Note he howls and yelps, | 
And ſhews as much Impatience as the leſſer Whelps. 
No marry'd Slave, that's chain'd within the Noiſe 
Of a loud Tongue, and a tremendous Voice, 
Can then be wiſe. but muſt, like other Fools, 
Start when he's teas'd, and flinch from Reaſon's Rules; 
For ſure no other Diſcord can out · do 
The ſpiteful Tongue of a vexatious Shrew, 
Within whoſe Hund no Thought can be employ'd,. 
No Patience exercis'd, no Peace enjoy d; 
For where ill-natur'd Paſſion vents its Spleen, 
The Lightning that the Touch-hole Ear takes in, 
Fires all, and blows up Vertue's Magazine. 
No more, my Dear, mult I pretend to be, 
By Wiſdom, happy in my ſelf or thee; 
4. Tm marry'd now, and deſtin'd to a State 
| That makes Men Fools by hearing Women prate. 
1 Philoſophy, I find, ſtands wiſely off, | 
þ And ſcorns to dwell beneath a nuptial Roof; 
Walks gravely with her ſolemn Siſter Peace 
In Cloiſters, Shades, and Univerſities; 
Hugs the ſoft Angel in her vertuous Breaſt ; 
Courts no Companion, but the Queen of Refs , 
Shews, by her Aſpect, that her Mind is glad, 
And ſmiles to ſee the giddy World fo mad. 
No more ſhall I her happy Fav'rite be; 
Now marry'd, with Contempt ſhe looks on me; 
Diſcares her Lover, that has broke her Rules, 
And ranks me now among the wedded Fools, | 
O that I thus ſhould incommode my Life, | 
And change ſo ſweet a Miſtreſs, for a Wife 
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Give up the Pleaſures of her dear Embrace-, 
For a loud Tongue, the worſt of female Race, 
In whoſe perpetual- Motion Nothing's found, 


| But barren Nonſenſe, and provoking Sonnd. 


This 'tis for Man, in his declining Years, 

To quit a ſtadious Life, for Marriage-Cares, 

So Fools and Children, by Example led, 

Will into miry Slows and Ditches wade, 

Thus quit firm Ground, where they were dry and: lates, 
That Standers by. may at their Folly laugh. % 


Wife. 

I muſt confeſs you're fitter to be ty'd 
To your old Books, than to a youthful Bride; 
Hard Study, for ſo grave and wiſe a Head, 
Is more delightful, than a Marriage-Bed. 
Wiſdom, perhaps, your frozen Veins may heat, 
And make you younger in your own Conceit; 
Drive back old Time for twenty Years, or more, 
And make you think you're thirty at threeſcore; 
Perſwade you to believe you could ſuſtain, 
Without the leaſt Offence, the greateſt Pain, 
And, with unſhaken Reſolution, feel 
The Force of ſcorching Flames, or pointed Steel; 
Make Gout or Stone ſit eaſy on your Mind, 
And in the worſt of Fits, no Torture find. 
All theſe, without Experience, may agree. 
With the dull Syſtems of Philoſophy; 
But when you come to prattiſe what you preach, 
The hardy Cynick's but a cow'rdly Wretch, 
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No more, by Learning, from [mpatience freed, 
Than the dull rural Clown that ne're could read. 
So Atheiſts to their Luſts and Paſſi ons given, 
Who, in their Health, deny the Pow'r of Heaven, 
When ſeiz'd with Sickneſs, Mercy they implore, 
And dread thoſe Flames they ridicul'd before. | 

Therefore the nuptial Sheets have made you wiſe, 
And ſhew'd your fancy'd Strength, but mere Surmiſe; 


For now involv'd in Marriage-Cares, you ſee 


The Weakneſs of your dull Philoſophy, 

And that your harſh, impracticable Rules 

Are but the ſtudy'd Errors of the Schools, 

That make not Men more wiſe, but greater Fools, 
Mad Men, we find, will, in their frantick Fits, 

Delight themſelves in very odd Conceits; 

Fancy they're ſeated on a ſilver Throne, 

And that they're wealthy Emp'rors of the Moon; 


But as dim Reaſon the Aſcendance pains, 


Their bright Dominions vaniſh from their Brains 
Then, tho' they find their lucid Empire fled, 

And know 'twas only ſeated in the Head, 

Yet they oft fall into a worſe Extream | 

Of Madneſs, *cauſe they've loſt the happy Dream. | 


But when ſome teaſing Station lets you ſee-- 


You're not what you believ'd your ſelyes to be, 
You then, when undeceiy'd, grow mad indeed, 
To find thoſe Whims, in ſtudious Fancy bred, 


Give Ground when they ſhould ſtand you moſt in 
(Stead.. 


im. 
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| Philoſopher. 
Town I'm craz'd with your eternal Teaſe, 
Turn'd mad Man, Fool, or any Thing you pleaſe ;: 


Ugnlearmd, unpoliſh'd, thoughtleſs, apiſh, wild, 


Fit only to be rutor'd like a Child; 

A walking-Mate to pleaſure Woman's Pride, 
A Dog, an Aſs, or any thing beſide; 

A Rogue, a Raſcal, by my Stars miſled 

To the dark Drudg' ry of a nuptial Bed; 
Doom'd to get ſqualing Brats, that they may be 
As bad a Torment to my Ears, as. thee ; 

A doating Ideot, fetter'd and undone ; 

A Staff for my dear Wife to lean upon; 

A Cloak for female Vice, a fooliſh Sot, 
Perhaps, to father what I ne*er begot. 

Prithee, dear Help-mate, give me mad Man's Law, 
A Chain, dark Room, a Porridge-Bowl, and Straw; 
Theſe, to a peaceful Mind, more eaſy prove, 
Than all the bitter Joys of noiſy Love, 

W hoſe ſhort-liv'd Pleaſures but for Moments laſt, 
And always are repented- ſaon as paſt, 

Who then, enamour'd with a ſtudious Life, 
Would change a peaceful State, for.noiſy Strife, 
And facrifice his Freedom to a jarring Wife? 


" 


Wife. 
Since Men of Learning, Gravity, and Years, 


De ſpiſe the Joys of Marriage, for its Car cs, 
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And vent their Spleen againſt the female Race, 
Becauſe they re paſt the Sweets of their Embrace, 
Well may the blooming Bride, brisk, young, and kind, 
Polleſs'd of Beauty, and to Love inclin'd ; 
Of-am'rons Warmth, and youthful Pleaſures full, 
Wedded to peeviſh Age, moroſe and dull, 
Deſpiſe the wrinkl'd Brow, and feeble Veins 
Of him, whoſe Worth conſiſts alone in Brains. 
What fignifies her ſoft enticing Charms, 
Doom'd to be only hugg'd by Icy Arms, 
Whoſe cold Embraces ineffeQtual prove, 
And rather chill, than warm a Bride with Love? 

Thus the old Fumbler labours, but in vain, 
Does therefore what he cannot pleaſe, diſdain; 
Grows angry that bis Vears have made him chaſte, 
And rails at Joys he wants the Pow'r to taſte ; 
Yet draws frefh Succour from her Charms each Day» 
And baſely lives upon his Wife's Decay. 
So the old Eldern does its Life preſerve, 
By neighb'ting Plants ſhe ſucks from, till they ſtarve; 
And the young Oak, which might an Age ſurvive, 
Begirt with Ivy, never long can thrive, 

Therefore, ſince |, whilſt blooming, bear the Teaſe 
Of all your fumbling grave Infirmities; 
Bed with ſuch frozen Limbs, whoſe wither'd Hide, 
Stuff d fall of Bones, benumb and gaul my Side, 
Sure the Example of a Wife ſo young, 
Might teach you how to bear a Woman's Tongue; 


4 5 | 
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For no fair Shrew, to a grave Fumbler ty'd, 


Can torture Age with all her noiſy Pride, 
More than an old Philoſopher a youthful Bride. 


$ 
Philaſanber. 

Grey Hairs to female Youth may prove a Curſe; 
But Woman's Tongue to Man is ten times worſe, 
The older he, the quieter he proves ; 

The older ſhe, the more her Clapper moves ; 

And the more Reſt at Night the Husband takes, 

By Day the more provoking Noiſe ſhe makes. 

So perverſe Rebels always love to teaſe 

That King the moſt, that's moſt inelin'd to Eaſe. 
Who then can rule, without inceſſant Strife, 

A factious Kingdom, or a ſcolding Wife? 

Both labour to uſurp the Pow'r ſupream, 

One hoping to enſlaye the Diadem, 

The other to ſubdue her marry*d Foot, ; 
That the proud Scold the nuptial Throne may rule, 
Bat curs'd is that poor Nation, ill it thrives, 

By Faction govern'd ; and thoſe Husbands Lives 
Sut wretched, who are trinmph'd o'er by Wives. 
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Moral REFLEX IO Ns on the 
going Dialogue. 


ITE that has led a cloiſter d Life, 
And has been long to Study bent, 
- If, in his Age, be takes a Wife 

That's pert and young, will ſoon repent; 


For Youth can never well agree 

With an old Husband, grave and grey; 
Nor Age a fit Companion be, 
For a young Wife, that's brisk and gay. 


Content is not preſerv'd alone 

By Wiſdom, in a marry'd Hate; 

There's ſomething elſe that muſt be done, 
Orſhe that bas. a Tongue, will prate. 


"Tis dang*rous for a tudians Mind, 
' Secluded long from Worldly Care, 
To, in his graver Years, be join'd 


In Marriage to the Young and Fair: 


For ibo bis Wife ſhould chance to prove 
Obedient, ſilent, kind and chaſte, 

Yet all the Joys be finds in Love, 
Can't. countervail his Pleaſures paſt, 
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For Eaſe and Freedom to the Breaſt, 
That's to a ftudious Life inclin d, 
Afford. the Soul that peaceful Reft, 
Which few in Wedlock ever Find. 


DIALOGUE XVIII. 


Between Aminadab, a Quaker, and his 
Wife Rachel, concerning primitive Pu- 


rity, and the ſinful dbominations of © 
the preſent Age. N 


Aminadab. 
H ! Rachel, had we liv'd in holy Times, 


Ihen Man was juſt, and conſcious of his Crimes, 
Before the wicked Seeds of Strife were ſown, | 
And when the Saints in Peace enjoy'd their own : 


Sate in full Plenty each beneath his Vine, 

And drank the Fruits thereof, now called Wine; 
Before the Sons of Baal were Idols made, 

And Man was into Satan's Yoke betray'd ; 

Ere the proud fleſhly Arm us'd Swords or Guns, 
To ſet up Pagan Altars, called Thrones. 

That finful Tyrants, whom the Righteous ſcorn, 
Above their Neighbours might exalt their Horn; 
Like Dagon, that foul Idol, be ador'd, 
AndWorſhip claim, due only to the Id; 


8 92 
Lay heavy Burthens on the holy Saints, 
And fill the World with Quarrels and Complaints. 
I ſay, had we been in the Fleſh before 
Theſe wicked Offsprings of the ſcarlet Whore 
Had overſpread the Earth, we then had been 
Moie glad in Spirit, and more free from Sin; 
For fince that Idol Mammon is become 
Of late the heath'niſh God of Chrifendom, 
And we the Saints, with ſhamefal Eyes, behold 
| God's Grace profan'd upon ungodly Gold, 
| To pleaſe and flatter thoſe unrighteous Things, 
4 - Call'd, by the Wicked, Emperors and Kings ; 
| 1 From ſuch Abominations, we may fear 
| 


The Time of Deſolation draweth near, 
When Clouds of ſad Perdition ſhall ariſe, 
Cover the Earth, and darken all the Skies. 


Rachel. 

In thoſe good Times, when Sarah gave the Name 
Of Lord to her beloved Abrabam, 
The holy Siſters knew no Sinful Pride, 
But did their Shame with decent Rayment hide; 
Cover'd their Nakedneſs all oe'r, for fear, 
In their ſoft Skins, Temptation might appear: 
No lofty Turrets wore upon their Heads, 
Or yet defil'd their naked Necks with Beads; 
[| Expos'd no heaving Breaſts to publick View, 
1 But kept all cloſe, as Woman ought to do. 
Such Sights ſhould even from a Spouſe be hid, 
And only ſhould be felt in Time of Need, 
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When both the Fleſh and Spirit whiſp'ring cry, 
Remember to increaſe and multiply, 
But in theſe ſinful Days, alas! we ſee 
The ſhamefal Daughters of iniquity, 
Expoſe the Snares of Satan, to invite 


The Man of Sin to take his full Deligbt; 
Shew what white Necks, and panting Breaſts they've 


(got, 


That ſwell like Dumplins boiling o'er the Pot; 


Like painted Fezabels, go prondly dreft, 

In all the ſamptuous Trappings of the Beaſt, 
Spot their enticing Faces o'er with black, 

As thick as Currants in a Mood. Street Cake; 
Powder their wanton Locks, and with their Eyes, 
A thouſand ſtrange bewitching Looks deviſe, 

To tempt unwary Man to woe, and do 

The Deeds of Darkneſs, which, when paſt, they rue; 
And fall of Horror, and of Shame, remove 

From off the tumbl'd Bed of ſinful Love. 

So the firſt Man, as the dead Letter ſays, 

Entic'd by Woman in his early Days, 

Taſted the Fruit of Knowledge with his Bride, 
And did, ſome ſay, I know not what beſide ; 

But when they eat in Sorrow, did they find, 

The luſcious Fruit that pleas'd their longing Mind, 
Had left a nauſeous bitter Tang behind. 

Since Woman ſtill retaitis a wicked Spice 

Of the old Serpent's rreacherous Advice, 

And, in her wanton Geer, muſt ſhew her Pride, 


With her gold Bauble dangling at her Side, 
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Torment her Ears, that Pendants there may ſhine, 
And hang like Rings upon the Snouts of Swine, 
Since ſuch ungodly Pride has taken Place 

In Sion's Daughters, in the Room of Grace, 

And they deſpiſe the Spirit, and the Light, 

To follow Satan in the Paths of Night, 

Well may the Kingdoms of the Wicked feel 
The Wrath and Violence of the pointed Steel, 
And bear the Strokes of the afflicting Sword, 

As Oxen yoak'd are driven by the Goard; © 
For lo! the holy Place with Pride is fill'd, 

And Sion's Sons to Satan's Whiſpers yield : 

Her wanton Danghters too profane her Streets, 
Where vile Temptation with Temptation meets. 
The Man of Sin, in his unbridl'd Luſt, 

Crys, Hark thee me, my Dear, I vow I muſt ; 
The Fezabel looks round, then makes a Halt, 
Crys, Give me half a Crown, and then thou ſhalt. 
Thus in the Face of Day, away they moye, 

To ſatisfy their baſe unlawful Love; 

Walk to ſome Houſe of Drunkenneſs, and there 
With their dark Deeds defile ſome Tavern-Chair. 
O! who can ſuch Abominations ſee, 

And not rebuke the vile Iniquity ? 

How oft do I, as in the Streets I tread, 


Hear with fad Ears ſuch wicked Bargains made ! 


Bluſh for their Shame, and tremble as I walk, 
At their looſe Carriage, and their wanton Talk! 
W hich do, alas! my righteous Spirit vex, 

Jo ſee the finful Weakneſs of my Sex; 


T. 
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Ofercomes the Light that ſhould my Safeguard be, 


And makes me think, 4minidab, of thee? 


So ke or ſhe that has a naughty Eye, 
Teach thoſe they ſquint upon, to look awry. 


| Aminidab. 
Abomination cocks its ſinful Tail, 
And Whoredom does in Sion's Gates prevail: 
The Beaſt with many Heads, I fear, tranſplants 
His Horns upon the Forcheads of the Saints: 
Satan, of old, remains among ns ſtill, 
And darkens, with his Wings, the holy Hill, 


| Beware, O! Rachel, fly the Man of Sin, 


Defy his Pow'r, and mind the Light within ; 
Look not upon his Face by Night or Day, 


But turn thy righteous Eyes another Way. 


He's eas'ly known, by his enticing Dreſs, 
From us, that are the ſober Sons of Grace: - 
His Head he thatches with adult'rous Hair, 
And down his Back a frizzl'd Main does wear, 
That the proud Imp's as monſtrous to behold, 
As a huge Hedge-hog in his Briſtles roll'd. 
His rumpl'd Cap he hags beneath his Arm, 
As if defign'd to keep a Bird*s.Neſt warm; 
As School-Boys, when they rob the Wren, take Care 
To keep their callow Neſtlings from the Air, 
A Sword of Steel hangs girted to his Side, 
Which Hangs againſl his Calves at ev'ry Stride ; 
And thus he ſtruts and congees, to enſnare 
T hoſe weaker Veſſels, which he calls the Fair, 
| W | 


That from the Light, t hey may in Darkneſs rove, 
And tumble on the Bed of ſhameful Love. 

I ſay, beware; for he's a Fiend of Hell, 

That tempts the Saint to be a Fezabel; 

Leads her to falſify her righteous Steps, 

And go the very Way the Serpent creeps. 

O! Rachel, Rachel, liſten to my Word; 
Remember, that I am thy earthly Lord: 

Keep cloſe thy Knees, ſhut out the Man of Sin, 
And guard thy Wicket by the Light within. 
Let no Temptation work upon thy Thought, 
Or make thee what the Reprobate call naught, 


For 'twould my righteous Spirit much diſpleafe, 

To bear the Sprouts of thy Iniquities; 

Provoke my Wrath, to feel my aching Head 

With vile Abominations overſpread, 

Call'd, by the Wicked, Horns ; thoſe ſhameful Marks 

Of Man's negleA, and Woman's finful Works; 

Such that of old were brandiſh'd on the Brows 

Of the huge Beaſt, that from the Pit aroſe ; 

A burning Scandal to the peaceful Saints, 

Whoſe Foreheads need no Weapons of Defence. 
I, therefore, Rachel, ſay again, take Heed, 
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And raiſe not to thy Spouſe the Serpent's Seed; 
Satan's a ſubtile Tempter, and, *tis thoaght, 
Seduc'd the firſt weak Woman to be naught ; 
Has many Ways to draw thee from the Light, 
Into the finful Paths of deadly Night, 

Where wicked Harlots, with a gentle Shove, 
Fall backwards i in a Trance of woeful Love, 
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There ſtruggling lie, and twinkle with their Eyes, 
Till he that puſh'd 'em down, will let 'em riſe, 
O! Rachel, theſe Abominations fly, 
The righteous Wife ſhonld ſuch Attacks defy ; : 
For when entie'd, if ſhe but once gives Way, 
She's loſt, and cannot, if ſhe would, ſay nay 
If once the Spirit's check'd, the Fleſh is frail, 
And Darkneſs o'er the Light will ſoon prevail. 
When luſtful Nature in the Heart takes Place, 
The beſt of Saints may fin, in ſpite of Grace, 
And, quite forgetful of their holy State, 
Trace the dark Footſteps of the Reprobate. 


T...chel. 
Thou haſt no Cauſe, Aminidab, to be 

Thus troubl'd with the Thorns of Jealouſy. 

ecke I fear the forked Evil has poſſeſt 
| The inward Tabernacle of thy Breaſt, 

And makes thee think, without a Reaſon why, 
That I've forſook the Light, and trod awry : 
But I, alas! can ſolemnly affirm 
T never did thee Wrong, or meant thee Harm ; 
But ever ſince our Hands were join'd, have been 
True as a Lanthorn to the Light within, 
Which, as at Night its handed thro? the Streets, 
Diſplays its Eaſtre co each Eye it meets; 
So do I hope, when Pm abroad with thee, 
Our Friends my ſhinipg Innocence may ſee, 
And, thro' my outward Modeſty, deſery 
I've too much Light within, to tread awry. 
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Let no ill Thoughts thy righteous Spirit teaſe, 
For ground leſs Jealouſy's a bad Diſeaſe ; 
And if it once be harbour'd in thy Breaſt, 


will raiſe thee Horns, altho* thy Wife be chaſte. 


| Aminidab. 
O] Rachel, mention not thoſe odious Sprouts; 
The very Name begets tormenting Donbts. 
So harſh a Sound, from ont a Woman's Mouth, 
Refle&s upon a Spouſe that's paſt his Youth ; * 
My righteous Spirit fills with reſtleſs Fears, 
And worſe than Pop'ry, terrifies my Ears; 


Provokes my Hand to ſcratch my itching Brow, 


And makes me look diſmay*d, I know not how. 
So he that walks into a Country Hall, 

And ſees a Buck's-head naif'd againſt the Wall, 
May grow poſſeſt of ſome unlucky Whim, 

And fancy that the Antlers point at him: 

Juft as the Sight, fo likewiſe may the Name 


Of Horns, a Husband's Jealouſy inflame. 


As frightfal Tales do our Attention draw, 
And make us dream of Things we never ſaw, 


So Horns, when talk'd on, may confound our Wits, 


And make us Cuckolds in our own Conceits. 


Let the High-Church-men wear ſuch forked Plants 
They onght not to be gam'd among the Saints, 


Such perſecuting Weapons ſhonld be wore 
Oaly by thoſe who love the ſcariet W hore, 


That by their ſprouting Heads, they may be known 


To be the Bucks and Bulls of Babylon ; 
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Thoſe wicked Monſters, who were wont to gore 
And teaſe the poor Ele&, in Times of Tore, 

And made us cry aloud, thro” all the Land, 
The Times of Perſecution are at Hand : 

But William ſtretched forth his mighty Arm, 
And timely ſav'd us from the threat'ning Harm; 
Made Pop'ry fly, like Chaff before the Wind, 
And rooted up the Tares it left behind. 

O! what a holy righteous Man was he, 

To fave the Land from vile Idolatry ! 

O! that he had but kill'd that Dragon Sin, 

And conquer'd Whoredom, when his Hand was in, 
Adult'ry then he'ad baniſh'd from our Shore, 
And we had heard of Cuckoldom no more 


Rachel; 
Prithee, Aminidab, make no Complaints; 
Leſs ſome were wicked, there would be no Saints! 


And ſhould not High-Church Brows with Antlers 


: ({prour, 
*Twould be no Comfort then to be without. 


The Wicked ſhould be known by Marks uncouth 
Let them be horn'd, I'll keep thy Forehead fmooth., - 
The Reprobate's the Foil, the Saint the Gem; | 
Tis by their Sins that we the brighter ſeenr, 


Mere they to grow as good as ns, I ſay, 


We doubtleſs ſhould become as bad as they ; 
Diſtinction then would be entirely loſt, 


And we no more our Godlineſs could boaſt. 


M-3 


URN in —„—-— — —— — _— ——— x ¶ —ö— = 
5 * p 2 


— age I W — _ — — — - 
— * — . — — — * — W —— 20%, cnt 
— n n — — — — — — 8 
— RR, 2 he 3 — 8 oe roo ror 
— - a 1. 4 7 


on thus rs” 


r 2 
. — — — Le AS r Nx mule I CEREAL Ln tb ———— 


288 2 


wed uo "I ——— _ 4 oe. tht. ö 2 8 222 err 2 © * 1 * 
5... .. wù , ,, , r , ,, 
— * — — 9 8 


* 
— IE ENCE TC 


— + 


— UP. > lun 9 8 LEE 
2 : . 


——— DT . ̃¾˙— wü.. ̃˙ᷣů— . ̃—, , 
pet — 1 . — e — 2 * 
—_— 1 „ 
4E * * 2 _ * wg * 
— 


[246 ] 
Dialogue. 


Minidab, with ſober Face, 

On Rachel's Vertue may rely; 

But Rachel knows, in ſpite of Grace, 
That a She-Saint may tread awry, 


The Godly may miſplace their Love, 
Altho' they do to Meetings go; 

And ſhe that is a Saint above, | 
May be a Reprobate below. 


True Vertue goes not always dreſt 
In querpo Hood, and Coif preciſe ; 
The airy Dame may be as chaſte, 
As ſue that walks with down-lock'd Eyes. 


* 


| Women of all Religions wed, 


That they the nuptial Came may play; 
All Mouths, ſays Preverb, muſt be jed, 
And we now what will eat no Hay. 


Therefore the Sinner, and the Saint, 


Are often in the ſelf-ſame Boat ; 


And Rachel, that can ſigh and cant, 


May be as well as Madam, naught. 


— „ 
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But Fealouſy's a fooliſh Fear, 
"Tis groundleſs, if a Wife be chaſte; 
And if ſhe as taken in her Ear 
A Stone, it can't be help'd, when paſt. 


333 


DIALOGUE XIX. 


Between a Low- Church “ and. 
his High- Church W ife, concerning the 


Times, 


IWife. 
* my Dear, what mean theſe Feuds, 


Theſe Wranglings, and Diſquietudes ? 
Go where one will, ſuch Heats ariſe, 
Such ſpiteful Animoſities, 
As if ſome Lunacy was grown 
The new Diſtemper of the Towa. 
The very People that I meet, 
Look wild, and murmur in the Street; 
Diſguiſe their Aſpedts with Grimaces, 
And ſhew ſtrange Paſſions in their Faces: 
Some bite their Lips, ſome rowl their Eyes, 
And ſtare, as in a deep Surprize; : 
Whilſt others gently paſs along, 


And to. 0 themlelves imploy theic Tongue; 
M4. 
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By ſmiling, ſhew their Brains diſeas'd, 
Like thoughtful mad Men, when they're pleas'd. 
Pray tell me what's the ſudden Cauſe, 
That Men thus mutter, ſtare, and pauſe, 
And ſhew as many various Fits 

Of Frenzy, as they paſs the Streets, 

As if the World, to Miſchicf bent, 
Were all turn'd mad Men by Conſent ? 


Husband. 
It is no Wonder, that the Towa 


Should be ſo hot and fev'riſh grown, 
Since ſuch Malignants are allow'd 


Ne 


— — a 
p - — — — — — * — 
RES, 2 2 — PT 
« — N . — 
A 17 SIRE * — 
f * e wy — — - * * — S 4+ 
a, — N > 
. ne r 
X 


To poyſen and inflame the Croud, 

And, by their Preaching and their Pray'rs, 
Halloo the Kingdom by the Ears ; 

But I'll engage their Months will ſoon 

Be ſtopt, or fore'd to change their Tune. 
There's Rods in Soak, you'll quickly fee, 
To whisk 'em whask 'em o'er my Knee. 
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Wife. 

I'm glad with all my Heart, to hear it; 
I'd have no canting by the Spirit. 
I would haye all the Knaves in Town, 
That prate in Corners up and down, 
And impudently call their teaching 
Seditious Nonſenſe, Goſpel preaching, 
And, by th'Abuſe of Toleration, 
For their own Ends debauch the Nation, 
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And lead the giddy Fools aſtray, 

That pious Knayes may win the Day. 

I ſay, LWould have all that cover 

Their Rogu'ries with Religion over, 

And, by their holy Frauds and Cheats, 
Put all the Land beſide their Wits, 
Whipp'd, baniſh'd, any Thing to pleaſe ye, 
In caſe *twould make the Kingdom eaſy ; 
For *tis a Shame the Land ſhould be 
One wild unhallow*d Nurſery 

Of looſe Opinions, ne er content 

With any Form of Government, 

But fayour'd, will, in Time, diſperſe - 
Confuſion thro' the Univerſe. .. 


Husband.. | 

What is't you're talking of, my Dear? 
The Church has made you mad, I fear. 
You're poyſon'd with the Popiſh Notion - 
Of Fire and Faggot, Perſecution, 
And would have none for Chriſtians paſs, . 
But thoſe that come to High-Church Maſs, - 
Had you but Pow'r, you'd be, I find, 
To all Diſſenters wond'rous kind ; | 
But 'tis not they, I'd have you know, 
That do the Coals of Diſcord blow. 
We're patient, peaceable, and quiet, 
Not giv'n to Railing, or to Riot, 
Bat preach without reviling any, 


And pay our taxes to a Penny ; 
f V 
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Ne'er groan or mutter, tho? they're great, 
But ſhew Obedience to the State. 

"Tis your High-Church, that ſows Diſſention; 
It is not us that ſeek Contention, 
But your Paul's Preachers that alarm 
The Land, and make the People warm ; 
And; nat thoſe Teachers, who, in Holes, 
As you objeR, inſtruct poor Souls, 
And condeſcend to lowly preach 
The Goſpe! to the meaneſt Wretch. 
No, no, ſuck Guides will never wrong us, 


By raiſing Storms and Feuds among us : 
They're Men of Confcience, and of Peace, 
That heal our Animoſities, 
And pour into our Wounds ſuch Balſam, 
That is divinely good and wholſome. 
Your high-flown Prieſts, you muſt allow, 
Are thoſe that make the Miſchief now ; 
Men fall of Envy, Pride, and Paſhon, 
Without one Grain of Moderation, 

Who fain would have the Church to fear 
Thoſe Dangers that were never near, 
And, like themſelves, be much offended 
At Hardſhips, which were ne'er intended. 
Such are the Firebrands, that inflame 
The Land, and yex the Royal Dame ; 

T he roaring Lyons of the Ape, 

W hoſe clam'rous Tongues worſe Ius preſage, 
And ſeek Occaſion to oppreſs, 

And perſecute the Lambs of Grace, 
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Wife. 

Excuſe me, Husband; for, I vow, 
I underſtood you not, till now. 
T thought, at firſt, you meant thoſe Dances, 
Who, without Learning, make their Bounces . 
Of their exceeding Grace and Knowledge, 
| Obtain'd in Shop, inſtead of College; 
Grown wiſe without the Help of Books, 
And holy only in their Looks : 
Some Weavers, others Taylors bred, 
And ſome to Muſtard, Soap and Thread, 
Who praQtis'd Preaching in their Looms, 
Or firſt held forth to Mops and Brooms; 
And lo, in Time, advanc'd their dull Pates, 
From Shops and Stalls, to Ally-Pulpits, 
Where, betwixt Impudence and Folly, . 
They reproach all that's good and holy; 
Blaſpheme the Church with ſcoffing Lies, 
Her Worſhip and her Pray'rs deſpiſe, 
And, with a grave dull Face of Braſs, . 
Make Nonſenſe for Religion pals, . 
And, with pretended Grace, ſupply - 
The Want of Wit and Honeſty. 
At firſt I was in Hopes you'd meant 
Such erafty Knaves, to Miſchief bent, 
And that you were expoſing theſe 
Dark Enemies to human Peace, 
Who labour to promote Seditions,. ' 
And widen all our Home-Diviſions - 
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Bat I am quite deceiv'd, I find, 

For theſe are Preachers to your Mind, 
And the foul Game they long have play'd, 
Muſt now at the Church-door be laid, 
And her beft Sons unjuſtly forc'd 


To ſuffer Hardſhips from the worſt ; 
But theſe grave Dunces, who delude 


The giddy, poor, unthinking Croud, | 
And ſtrew their Poyſons up and dawn. 
In Nooks and Corners of the Town, 

Are perfect Saints, who cant in Faſhion, 
And Nonſenſe preach by Inſpiration. 
Theſe may revile, rave, rail, blaſpheme. 
The holy Text, or Pow'r ſapream ; 
But in an Age ſo bleſt as this, 
Can neither ſay or do amils, 

So an imprudent, partial Mother, 

Will whip one Child, but ſpare another, 
T hat's much more faulty than his Brother, 


Husband. 

T find, my Dear, you can't refrain 
Your old, high-flying, angry Strain ; 
Our holy Guides you muſt beſpatter, 
Tho' you know nothing of the Matter. 
But *tis no Wonder, that you're taught 
To ſet ſuch Goſpel-Saints at naught, 
And to reproach thoſe holy Men, 

Who do the Seri pture-Truths explain, 
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Since you're become ſo fond a Lover 

Of High-Charch Paul's, and Mary's Over, 
Where all your Prieſts, that are excelling- 

In the great Gift of noiſy Railing, 

Chuſe to exert their pregnant Parts, 

And ſhew the Rancour of their Hearts, 

But where's your High- Church Champion now, 
That roat'd ſo loud ſome Time ago, | 


And pour'd the Viols of his Wrath 
On Brethren that had broke their Troth? 


What has his over-heated Brains 

Now got to recompence his Pains ?- 

Had he not better check'd his Paſſion; 
Like a mild Son of Moderation, 

And temporiz'd his zealous Heat, 

Like the good Man in Coleman. ſtreet? 
Theſe are not Times for the black Brood- 
Of high-flown Cocks to crew ſo loud; 
Men maſt not ſtrain their Elocution, 
Gainſt Principles of Revolution; 

That's ſpurning at our Conſtitution. 
Things are not canvas'd now, we ſee, 

As in the Days of Popery; 

For, by our Pains and Pray'rs we've brought em 
To ſtand upright on a new Bottom, 

And there we'll kee pꝰem, till we gain 
The Point we're lab' ring to obtain. 

When the old Game we once begin, 

We neyer hang an Arſe therein; 
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For he that hopes to win the Courſe, 
Muſt ne'er at half Way ſtop his Horſe, 
But briskly whip and ſpur the Steed 
That nothing may retard his ſpeed, 


» 


| Wife. 
I own your Party has begun 
An ugly Race, but *tis not won. 
Tis true, the Odds are on your Side; 
You're firſt it cannot be deny d; 
Vet ere the violent Courſe be run, 
Your crafty Rider may be thrown. 


The Jade may ſtumble, flinch, or falter; 


Small Accidents the Bets will alter; 
And then it may be two to one 

Of our Side, ere the Race be done. 
Rump has been thrown, you muſt allow, 
When ſafer ſeated than ' tis now, 
Becauſe it ne*er could long maintain 
The Saddle, or command the Rein. 

By headſtrong Puſhes, and by Art, 
The Rump ſometimes has got the Start, 
But always ended in a Fart, | 

New Models has it often made, 

And many ſtrange Foundations laid ; 

» But ſtill, whatever was ereQed 
Thereon, could ne'er be long protected. 
So Boys, in Architect unskill'd, 

With Cards will Paper-Fabricks build ; 


B 


A 
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But with the next-chance Puff that's blown;. 
The lofty Babel tumbles down, 


Husbauds 
But thoſe ſtrong Bull-warks we have made 
Apainſt the Miſchiefs that we dread, 
Are founded now upon the Pow'r 
Of Law, to make *em more ſecure. 
No Pop'ry now can ſcale the Walls, 


Or high flown Sermons, at St, 5p, 


Beat down thoſe Barriers we have raig'd. 
Gainſt perſecution, God be prais'd+ 

Theſe are the Days of Moderation ; 

No Dog=»Star Zeal is now in Faſhion, 

Men muſt not prop their ſinking Faith, 

By Dint of BelPwing, in their Wrath. 

The Pulpit is no Sanctuary 

For Gow. men, when their Tongues miſcarry. 
They're taught to underſtand of late, 

The Diff'rence *twixt the Church and State, 
And that Religion muſt not mix, 

In pious Times, with Politicks; 

Or Teachers uadertake to tell 

What's right or wrong, or ill or well, 

But, without cavilling, ſubmit | 

To what their Rulers thiak moſt fit, 

And only preach up, thro' the Nation, 
Down-right Repentance and Salvation. 
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You cant extreamly well, I find, 
Now all goes ſmoothly to your Mind ; 
But when the. Tide is turn'd,_I hope, 
You'll preach the ſame good Doctrine up; 
For Proverb ſays, the ſelf-ſame Sauſe 
Serves both the Gander and the Gooſe; 
So the like Meaſure that you give, 
Ere long, perhaps, you- may receive. 


* — hk 


Then, if you murmur at the Matter, 

Take Care your Stripes are not the greater; 
For be aſſur d, when that Time comes, 
You'll find the C- has Whipping-Toms, 
Who will nor, in their Turns, forget 

The ſharp Examples you have ſet, 

But will repay, to make Scores eyen, 

The ſame kind Uſage you have given. 

So when two Drunkards, o'er the Pot, 


Fool out about they know not what, A 
He that gets uppermoſt, firſt mauls 17 
The Foe that underneath him falls, 

Who ſaves his Breath, till Yother's ſpent, 

Then riſing pays the Blows he lent, w 
And bangs him to his Heart's Content, * 

Tis alſo dangerous in War, 

T' inſult an Enemy too far - 
For crnel Uſage makes à Foe, : 
When beaten, fo revengeful grow, bs 
That rally'ng, fearleſs to be kill'd, < = 


He wins the Day, and keeps the Field, 
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1; is not therefore good to be 


Too prodigal of Victory, 


Leſt all the Triumphs that you boaſt, 
Are at one fatal Onſet loft. 


Hushand, 
Superior Pow'r may ſtop our Way, 

And ſometimes keep us at a Bay; 
But I preſume, we loſe not oft 
By Folly, what we gain by Craft. 
I fancy we ſhall be too bold 
And cunning now, to quit our Hold. 
The Game is on our Side ſecure - 
We've dealt it right, and play'd it ſure. 
Our Honoars your ſmall Tramps command ; 
We've all the Court- Cards in our Hand, 
You've nothing in your Pow'r, to pain. 
Your Ends, above a ſingle Ten. 
How therefore can your Side ſuppoſe, 
That you can win, or we catl loſe, 


7 


Mife. 

You can't but own, amidſt your Pride, 
We've Truth and Juſtice on our Side; 
And they, altho' ſometimes o'ereaſt, 
Ne'er fail to ſhine aloft at laſt. | 
The Sun, when darken'd by a Storm, 


Seems, when its o'er, more bright and warm. 


The Hopes, that chear our drooping Hearts, 
Depend nor upon human Arts, 
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But on the Pow'r, and promis'd Love 
Of him that dwells and rules above. 
We fear not all your crafry Tricks, 
Your Knav'ries, and your Politicks ; 
Kind Providence ftill countermines, 
And baffles all your dark Deſigns ; 
Makes your corrupt Beginnings tend 
To dire Confuſion in the End, 

That the vile Courſes which you run 
Ne'er proſper, they're ſo ill began, 
By Heaven never are befriended, 
But always to your Shame are ended. 


Husband, 

Buoy up your ſelves with yain Conceits; 
Like mad Folks, who have loſt their Wits ; 
Fancy new Paul's in Time will riſe, 

Till its gilt Croſs ſhall touch the Skies; 
That the High-Chureh will pow'rful grow, 
And once more perſecate the Low; 

That Facobites will climb again, 


And curb the Whigs, the Lord knows when. 


So the poor Bedlamite may dream, 

That his Scraw Cap's a Diadem, 

And that he's Emp'ror of the Moon, 

Or ſome ſtrange, giddy World unknown; 


Vet, tho” his Brains are thus poſſeſt, 


He's but a Lunatick at beſt, 
And all his Whimſies but a ſeſt. 


Ex 
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So you, that fancy you ſhall ſee 

The Low- Church with its Name agree, 
Or that the High ſhall come in Play, 
And o'er the Whigs aſarp the Sway, 

By th' Strength of wild Imagination, 
Thus give your Fancy Titillation. 

But we your Hopes ſhall diſappoint, 

Pat all your Meaſures out of Joint, 

And ſt.ll maintain, in ſpite of Fate, 

The Ground we've wiſely gain'd of late, 
We've drawn you, by our Cunning, now 
Into fo deep a Bog or Slow, 

Where ſtruggling makes you lower fink ;. 
The more you ſtir, the more you ſtink, 
You're over Boots as well as Shoes, 

And none can help you out, but us; 

But, when we take you by the Sleeve, 
To pull you out, as you believe, 

We only craftily rake Care 

To ſtick you in the faſter there. 

Tis common Safety, if we ſee 

A rival Foe in Jeopardy, 

To offer Aid, and Friendſhip feign, 
That we may unſuſpeCted' gain 


Convenient Time to be his Bane. 


Wife. 
Your wicked Works your Craft diſplay ;. 
Experience ſhe ws it ev'ry Day, 
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You need not boaſtingly declare 
What ſubtile Snakes your Party are- 
You've giv'n us many a fatal Proof, 
That has convinc'd us full enough. 
But after all your 'Slights and Tricks, 
And old nefarious Politicks, 
By Honeſty we've oft out-done ye, 
And Juſtice will at laſt out-run ye. 


Tou only hope to gain your Ends 
By human Means, Strength, Wealth, and Friends, 
And all the Scruples that you hold, 


Ariſe from the Deſire of Gold. 


From thence your pious Zeal aſcends, 


And thither your Religion tends :- 
Av'rice alone's the Whip and Spur, 
That jirks you on to make this Stir ; 


And Conſcience always the Pretence, 


That ſanQiifies each black Offence, 
So no religious Harlot cares. 
To fin, before ſhe'as ſaid her Pray'rs; 
Nor Ruffians e er, without a Mask, 
Perform a baſe or bloody Task. 

But we uſe no ſuch Arts, to paint: 
A Dev'l incarnate, like a Saint. 
Nor do we look ſo ſanctify'd, 
As you, amidſt your holy Pride, 
Becauſe we have no Deceit to hide ; 
No Frauds to put a pious Face on ; 


No ill Deſigus to caſt a. Glols on. 
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We ne'er *twixt two Opinions halt, 
Then make a Vertue of the Fault, 
And to delude a vitious Nation, 
Call dull Indiff'rence, Moderation. 
We no ſuch quaint Diſguiſes uſe; 
But what we are, our Practice ſhews. 
We look not, like a treaeh'rous Brother, 
One Way, yet haul and pull another, 
We go not to the Church to hurt her, 
Perhaps commune there once a Quarter, 
Yet vote for thoſe that would ſubvert her, 
Nor are we ſuch, that vow we love her, 
Attend her Worſhip, and approve her, 
Yet, wanting Courage to befriend her, 
Condemn thoſe Guides that do defend her, 
We are no Hypocrites, in ſhort, 
That make Religion but their Sport, 
And uſe her as a Stalking-Horſe, 
To gain their Ends, and fill their Purſe, 
We're ſtedfaſt in our Faith, you find, 
And waver not with ev'ry Wind; 
Uſe no prevariciting Arts, 
But wear Religion in our Hearts, 
And not let all our Grace be ſeen 
Without, and harbonr none within. 
S, merry Ladies, wh are Lovers 
Of wanton Books, beſpeak the Covers 
Moſt grave, according to the Mode 


Of ſolemn Books, divinely good, 
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That the outſide may cheat the Eye, 
And Bawdy unſuſpedted lie, 


Pil'd up with Sabbath-Preparations, 
And godly Books on all Occaſions, 


Husband. 
Rail on at us, that are preciſe, 
And call our Sanctity Diſguiſe. 
A ſober Look's a better Grace, 
I'm certain, than a brazen Face. 
You'd haye us rattle, ſwear, and roar, 
Like a Sea-Calf, juſt come on Shore; 
And gaze at ev'ry Woman's Charms, 
Like Campaign Beau, bred up to Arms, 
That all Men, in our Looks, might ſee 
A looſe, regardleſs Vanity: 
Then truly I, perhaps, might paſs 
For a gay Fool, or bluſt'ring Aſs, 
And have the Honour to be thought 
Some ſwagg ring High Church God knows what. 
But in this Age of Reformation, | 
When down-caſt Looks, thro' all the Nation, 
Are now become the only Faſhion, 
W ho'd from his preſent Int'reſt fly ; 
By holding up his Head too high? 
Or vex his Neighbours, by his proud 
Diſſenting from the common Mode ? 
No, no, PI to the Times conform, 


On H——dly's Side be ſtiff and warm; 
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Make Lords and Judges of the Rabble, 
And for eleQive Freedom ſquabble ; 
Derive all Power from the People; 

Revile the Church, that wears a Steeple; 
Like an old vex'd Fanatick, rail 

Againſt Sa——1, Tooth and Nail, 

And want of true Reproach, ſapply 

With falſe malicious Cal ummay; 


For naked Truth won't pleaſe our Nation 
Without a little Illaftration 
Nor will the down-right Fact ſuffice, 
Unleſs adorn'd with Shams and Lies, 
From hence we're ever in the Right, 
And conquer always when we fight; 
For we the Saints can, by a Knack, 


Turn Black to White, or White to Black. 


Wife. 

find, my Dear, you're very free 
T' acquaint me with your Policy. 
You have acknowledg'd very plain, 
Your Godlineſs is down-right Gain, 
And that you humour and collogue 
That Worſhip which is moſt in Vogue, 
And will be always true and hearty 
To the moſt rich and pow'rful Party; 
Shift any Way to ſave your Bacon, 
And ne'er be to your Hurt miſtsken. 
So Soldiers face about, to ſay: 
Themſelyes in Patrel from the Crave; 
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And Veſſels tack this Way, or t'other, 

To pleaſure him that guides the Rudder, 
Why therefore ſhould not Men at Land 
_Comply with what they can't withſtand ; 
And, like their Betters, change their Courſe, 
As beſt ſhall ſuit the gaping Purſe ? 

Who would his God for nothing ſerve, 

Or ftand by any Faith, to ftarye ? 

I'll warr'nt yon think it Time to fly | 
That Church that totters, *cauſe it's high, 
And plead, that 'tis no Sin to dread 

What you ſee tumbling on your Head, 
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You've all theſe Arguments, t'excuſe 
The Shiftings you for Int'reſt uſe; 

And could, no doubt on't, for your Gain, 
Turn Papiſt or Mabometan; 

And for Gold, follow Pope or Mufti, 
Provided you could do't with Safety. 
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Hutband,. 

Women, 'thas always been agreed on, 
Should be warm Bigots in Religion : 
They've nothing elſe to do, but pray, 
And hear good Sermons twice a Day. 
They muſt be kept to ſtrict Devotion, 
And daily arm'd with freſh Precantion; 
Or elſe they Il ſtart from all Decorum, 
As Eve their Mother did before'em. 
Bur Men by Nature are more wile ; 

On them the Weight of Bus dels lies: 
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We do not want fo much Inſtruction, 
From Men made holy by InduQtion, 
Our Reaſon, we allow, may guide us 
Sometimes, as well as thoſe that ride us. 
'Tis we our Families take Care for, 
And muſt regard our Int'reſt therefore, 
And not, by bick'ring with our Maſters, 
Ruin our ſelves, to ſave our Paſtors; 
Who, if we'er poor, will not relieve us; 
Their empty Bleſſing's all they'll give us. 
What Son would, like a Fool, ſtand propping 
His Mother High-Church, when *twas dropping, 
And run the Hazard of his Life, 
To pleaſe a poor Prieft-ridden Wife? 
No, no, when 'tis ſo feeble grown, 
Tis ſafer far to pull it down, 
Than to extend a willing Hand, 
Againſt the Temper of the Land. 
Befides, t has been obſery'd of old, 
And oft for Truth by Goſſips told, 
That Rats, who long have kept their Station 
In an old rotten Habitation, A | 
Will always quit the crazy Walls 
Some Time before the Fabrick falls, 
Therefore, if Rats ſhonld have the Senſe, 
Ere a Houſe drops, to fly from thence, 
What Man would have ſo little Reaſon, 
In a high, bluſt'ring, ſtormy Seaſon, 
To ſtand by any tott'ring Steeple 
That's crack'd, and ſhunn'd by other People? 
| N 
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Wife. 
At this unhappy Time of Day, 
When all have leave to go aſtray, 
It is no Wonder ſuch a Son 
Should from his Chriſtian Mother run, 
Who nury'd him in her ſweet Embrace, 
And gave him firſt the Means of Grace, 
Since Diſobedience, in our Nation, 
Has been theſe twenty Years in Faſhion, 
And Atheiſm, Madneſs, Pride, and Folly 
Have ſeiz d, and overcome us wholly. 
The wealthy Son now ſhuts his Door 
Againſt his Parents, if they're poor ; 
And ſome lewd Daughters ride in Coaches, 
Whilſt their old Mothers beg on Crutches. 
Since Diſobedience grows ſo common 
In wicked Man, and weaker Woman, 
Well may ſuch Numbers, who, at firſt 
Were Chriſtians made, and kindly nurſt, 
Now ſlight their ancient holy Mother, 
'E* obey the Precepts of another, 
Who being fayour'd by the State, 
Is high in Pow'r, in Riches great. 
So Men of Av'rice often chuſe 
A ſtrange, deform'd, ungainly Spouſe, 
Meagre and ugly asa Witch, 
Only becaule the Monſter's rich, 
Yon may, my Dear, play faſt and looſe, 
And rnn from Cherch to Meeting-houſe ; 
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But to my Mother Church I'll pay 

My Duty humbly Day by Day; 

Remain her true and faithful Daughter, 
In Hopes of joyful Peace herea'ter, 


Hus band, 
, T'd have you, by all Means, continue 
The Faith that is eſtabliſh'd in you; 
And, by your Talk and Practice, ſhow 
That you're as high, as I am low ⸗ 
Then let the Times turn how they will; 
One muſt be of the right Side till, 
And they may ſave the other free, 
In Time of Need, from Jeopardy. 
Let us like two Well-Buckets prove, 
One downwards, t'other upwards move ; 
Wind diff'rent Ways, yet ſhew no Heat, 
But kiſs, like them, when e'er we meet. 
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Moral REFLEX TON s on the foregoing 
Dialogue. 


H E R E Love of Gold corrupts the Heart, 
No found Religion can have Place ; 
For Av'rice does alone pervert / 
| The Afind, and leaves no Room foy Gtace, 


Conſcience is always the Pretence 

Why Men firange Worſhip do frequent, 
ben tis the ſordid Love of Pence, 

That makes them from the Church diſſent. 


bere Mammon, and his wicked Train, 
In greateſt Splendor do appear, 

They ſurely draw the greedy Man 
To pay his feign'd Devotion there. 


The Zeal, our ancient Fathers had, 
From true Religion did ariſe, * 

But modern Zeal quite makes us mad, 
And turns old Friends to Enemies ; 


WWhets but the Malice and the Pride 
Of jarring Parties, who contend, 

| That one Side may the other ride, 

4nd that their only pious End, 
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But oh ! how wicked do wve grow! 
3 How blind to all true beay'nly Light, 
When Zealots their Religion ſhow 
In only Avarice and Spite . 


DIALOGUE RX. 


Between a very talkative Madam, and 
her merry drunken Husband, who al- 
ways us'd to ſing when bis Wife 
ſcolded. 


Wife; 
Wonder that you'll ſtay ſo late; 

| This fitting up, you know, I hate. 
| Why will you put me in a Fright, 

By tarry'ng from me half the Night, 
And make me think you've met with ſome 
| Aﬀront or Miſchief, coming Home? 
| Youre ſenſible I ne*er can elole 
My Eyes, or take the leaſt Repoſe, 
| If I ſhould go to Bed without you, 
My Heart's ſo full of Fears about you, 
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Therefore no Man, that ever knew 


The Love that to a Wife was due, 
Would ſerve a Woman ſo, but you. 


. Husband ſings, 
Let us fill, and let us drink, 
Wine will drive all Care away, 
If your Bus neſs bids you think, 
Poſt pone it to another Day. 
Why ſhould a Man become a Save 
To Wealth, to Busneſs, or a Wife ? 
The merry Glaſs is all we have 
To ſooth the vexing Plagues of Life. 
Wife, 
Yes, yes, I know the merry Glaſs 
Is all you covet to embrace; 
The Sots, with whom you lead your Life, 
Are dearer to you than your Wife. 
The Room behind the Tavern-bar, 
Is better than your Houſe by far ; 
And now and then a flatt'ring Kiſs 
That's ſtoll'n from Madam, or her Niece, 
Is more eſteem'd from one leſs fair, 
Than all your lawful Pleaſures are, 
And with a greater Guſt enjoy'd 
Than the ſtale Favours of your Bride. 
So thoſe, who near the Foreſt live, 


For coarſer Meat will Ven'ſon give, 


L271 J 
Becauſe the laſt has cloy'd their Taſte, 
And makes them think the worſt the beſt. 


Husband ſings. 

A Woman's a talkative Creature, 

Her Tongue is perpetually moving, 
When vex d, ſhe's all over ill Nature; 

When pleas'd, ſhe's too fond and too loving. 
4 flattering Fool may decoy her, 

She's eaſily tempted to Evil; 
Tho an Angel before we enjoy her, 

She often proves after a Devil. 


| Wife. 

Who was't you ever found ſo eaſy, 
So forward, fond, and free to pleaſe ye 
5 Did ever I ſhew ſuch Miſcarriage, 

Till bound to condeſcend by Marriage ? 
Was I inclin'd to ſep aſide, 

Ere | became your-lawfal Bride? 

| Could your fine Tongue prevail with me 
| To ſhew the leaſt Immodeſty, 

Till firſt oblig'd by nuptial Vows 

To humour a deſirous Spouſe ; 

70 love, to honour, and obey, 

And pleaſe you in an honeſt Way ? 
Abroad, perhaps, you've met with thoſe, 
That, Wbur flatter'd, would expoſe 

| Their Charms, and when you think you've won 
Their Hearts, prove Devils when they've done. 


N. 4 
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I would have all Men, who have Wives, 
And lead debauch'd and drunken Lives, 
Meet with ſuch Ladies of the Town, 
That they may learn to prize their own, 
And know the Diff*rence *rwixt a common 
Proſtitute, and a vertnons Woman, 
Who in this wicked Age is ſlighted, 
Whilſt Sluts are treated and delighted. 


Husband ſings. 
She that has finn d, would fain le thought 
Divinely good and chaſte; 
All Womens failings, till they're caught, 
Lie hid beneath the Waſte, 
The Harlot rails againſt her Trade, 
To thoſe that do not know her, 
Altho' ſy'as been in private made 
A. thouſand times a Whove, 
You ſay you're juſt; you may be fo, 
Your Word is all Pye for it; 
But whether you are chaſte or no, 
My Comfort is my Claret. 
] value not the nuptial Teaſe 
Of Tail or Titile tatile; 
No Woman ſhall diſturb my Eaſe, 
My Miſtreſs is the Bottle, 


Wife. 
"Tis evident enough, you Sot, 
You're wedded to the Tavern Pot; 
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Or elſe you'd never ſpend your Life 

With that, much more than with your Wife; 

Make it your principal Delight 

To hug the Poyſon Day and Night; 

Whilſt I mnſt unregarded ſtay 

At home, and ſigh my Time away; 

Be no more valu'd than a Slave, 

Or the worſt Houſhold-Stuff you have. 

Can all your Kindneſs, heretofore 

So oft repeated o'er and o'er ; 

Your courtly Vows and Proteſtations; 

Your Sighs, and your Aſſeverations, 

And all the Charms of my Embrace. 

Be drown'd already in the Glaſs? 

Had I foreſeen your Love would grow 

So cool, you ſhould have pin'd *till now, 

Ere I'd have fooliſhly comply'd 

To've been a Tavern-Hunter's Bride: 

But Wedlock's a deceitful State, 

Wherein Repentance comes too-late ; 

Nor can miſtaken Woman ſee 

Her Fault, *till paſt a Remedy. 

But ſtill remember ſh'has a Tongue 

To tell, and to revenge her Wrong; 

And if that Sting cannot perplex ye A 

Enough, ſas other Ways to vex ye. 
N. 5 


n 


Hlasasband fings. 
The beſt a Scold can do, 
Shall never much delight me; 
\ The Threats of ſuch a Shrew | 
| Shall never vex or fright me. 
Aer fickle wav' ring Smiles 
Shall ne'er have Pow'y to pleaſe mo; 
The worſt of all her Illi 
Shall ne er provoke or teaſe me. 
Her Tongue, tho as loud 
As the Shouts of a Croud; 
Her Tail, tho as free 
As a Woman's can be, 


Than a treachevous Filt, or a noiſy Drum; 
But eben ſober and ſad, to my Bottle would fly, 
And her female Revenge both deſpiſe and defy. 


Wife. 
You're mighty ftout, the Vine be prais'd, 
Now Claret has your Courage rais'd. 
So Cowards, when with Wine inſpir'd, 
Will brave thoſe Dangers that they fear d; 
But when again they're ſober grown, | 
Will tremble at the Risks they've run. 
Your Singing ſhews the Taveru- Pot ? 
Has made you a moſt yaliant Sot, 
That foars, now drunk, above the Dread 
of publick Scorn, or foxked Head, 


Ino more would regard her, Abroad or at Home; 
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And all the ſhameful Ills that wait 

Upon a Wife's revenge ful Hate. 
But ſhould I from my Duty ſwerve, 

And plague you as you well deſerve; 

In Tears ſet forth my ſad Complaint - 

To ſome young amorous Gallant ; 

Tell how I'm {lighted, disbeloy'd, 

And what a naughty Man you've prov'd ; 

Meet him, and junket up and down, 

Till made the common Talk o*th* Town, 

And you, to ſhare the vile Diſgrace, 

Be call'd poor Cuckold to your Face; 

And, as you walk the publick Street, 

Be pointed at by thoſe you meet; 

Not with one Finger, but a Pair, 

To ſignify what Creft you bear, 

And, when you tax me with my Crimes, 

Confeſs L've don't a hundred times; 

Rave, rattle, bluſter, like a Bully, 

And call you Cuckold, Fumbler, Cally-; . 

Frown, and deny you, when you want 

Thoſe Fayours I to others grant ; 

Yet make you labour, drudge, and [weat, 

To keep thoſe Brats that others get. 
Such Uſage, I am apt to fear, 

Would make you change your Tane, my Dear ; 

Canſe you to knit your careleſs Brow, 

And ſoon turn all your Songs, which now 

You think ſo merry, and fo witty, 

Into a dull and doleful Ditty ; 
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For, tho a Wife's Revenge may ſeem. 
A Trifle in a drunken Dream, 

Yet, if let looſe, it may ſubdue 
A Husband more robuſt than you 
An angry Waſp, that does but dart 


So ſmall an Inſedt as a Flea, 

Has Pow'r to vex the ſtouteſt He; 

Yet theſe inflit ſo ſmall a Pain, 

That cannot reach the Heart or Brain; 
But an inrag'd, revengeful Wife, 

Strikes home, and puniſhes for Life; 

And ſtill the more that you oppoſe, 
More ſtrong and deſperate ſhe grows; 
And when provok'd, will prove too hard 
For Man, in ſpite of all his Guard. 


Husband ſings. 
Ali bo yon prove worſe and worſe, 
Your Policy ſtill ſhall fail; 
For I bave Command of my Purſe ; 
As much as you have of your Tail. 
Tow may ſcold till you tire your Tongue, 
I never ſhall mind your Noiſe, 
Tou may whore, and be pox d, now young, 
And when rotten, repent of your Foys. 
If you pleaſe, you may humour your Luft, 
But ſhall neither have Cloths or Coin, 
Unleſs at ſome other Fool's Coſt; 
For you ne er ſoall be lewd at mine. 


Her Sting, will make you feel the Smart: 
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Tho' I cannot ſubject a Shrew, 
I can govern my own Eſtat e; 
And whether you're falſe or true, 
Til be eaſy in ſpite of Fate: 
For Ill ſpin out my Days 
With my Friend, and my Glaſs, 
And as oft as I pleaſe 
Have a jolly young Lafs ; 
Never mind an ill Wife, let her run to the Devil, 
But live as if freed from ſo teaſing an Evil, 


Wife. 

Sing on, my Dear, my Ears can bear it; 
O rare Effects of coftly Claret! 
Immortal Red ſecures your Mind: 

Againſt all worldly Cares, I find, 

And makes you wiſely ſoar above. * 
The Thoughts of Marriage, and of Love; 
But a Night's Reſt will tame your Crown, 
And fetch your wand ring Fancy down; 
Reduce you to a mortal State, 

Tho' now ſo God-like, and ſo great. 

One Morning's Diſh of healing Tea, 

Will cure this dranken Lunacy ; 

Dethrone th' imaginary King, 

And make you quite another thing. 

So thoſe in Fevers often think 

They're God knows what, like Men in Drink; 
But Opiates, taken in due Seaſon, 

Give Reſt, and that reſtores their Reaſon ; 


And then they find thoſe wild Extreams, Rathe 
That puff'd em up, were only Dreams, : Of a 


Husband ſings. 
Tho". Drinking makes us mad, Mor 
Yet Scolding makes us worſe : | _ 
That's good, which makes us glad, 
What plagues us, is a Curſe... 
Would Women ſilent prove, 
"Twvould hinder Man's Exceſs ; 
The more at Home we love, 
Abroad we drink the leſs, 
But if Wives will be Shyewws, 
| And their Husbands amuſe - 
With impertinent Wrangle and Prattle, . 
Then away do we fly 
To ſome Tavern that's nigb, 
And bemoan our ſelves over the Bottle. 
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Wife. T, 
If Man to Drinking is inclin'd, FAY 
A ſmall Excuſe will ſerye, I find; b 
But ſince your Ears cannot agree | ER 
With Woman's weak Loquacity, 5 125 
Excuſe what's paſt, and I'll remember ; 
To bridle my unruly Member ; 
For who, that's airy, brisk, 0 young, 


Would not reſtrain a nimble Tongue, 


29 


Rather than loſe the fruitful Joys 
Of a much ſweeter Exerciſe ?: 


Moral REFLEx10Ns on the fore- 
going Dialogue, 


92 the Plagues that wait on Love, 
And do our nuptial Foys impede, 

The Tongue does moſt tormenting prove, 

And does the greateſt Miſchief breed. 


it often unawares betrays 

The vitious Murmurs of the Mind, 
And does, by wanton Freedoms, raiſe 

Thoſe Doubts that make a Spouſe unkind. 


An idle Tale, a ſcoffing Feſt, 
The ill-tim'd Mention of a Na me, 
Or a kind Word or two miſplac d, 
Will ſometimes Jealouſy inflame, 


It bighly then concerns a Bride 

To guard her Tongue in all ſhe ſays, 
Since a ſhort Sentence miſapply a, 
May make her wretched all her Dayz, 
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| Therefore has ev'ry wanton Ward || 


| Endangers matrimonial Eaſe, | i . : 7 
The Scold muſt ſurely be abborr'd, . 
Whoſe Tongue an everlaſting Teaſe. "Js 

Men, ibo they're beadſtrong and perverſe; 
No Wife ſhould clamour or rebel: 
For an ill Tongue makes bad but worſe, 5d 
When milder Methods might prevail.. 1 
Diaroep! 6 
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DIALOGUE xxl. 


Between an ober- fond Husband, very de- 
ſirous of Children, and his cunning 
Wife, who pretends often to miſcarry 
yet is never with Child. 


_ Husband. 
O W fares my only Dear, my Duck ; 
H What makes my lovely Jewel look 
So ſqueamiſh, and ſo pale to Day, 
Who us'd to be fo brisk and gay? 


Wife. 

Sach Qualms, my Dear, alas! are common 
To her that is a breeding Woman, | 
Fm gone, you know, three Months at leaft ; 
Don't I grow bigger in the Waſte-? 

Lay but your Hand upon my Side, 
And you may feel I'm ſpread more wide, 


Huitband, - 
I think you are improv'd, I vow ; 
I hope *rwill come to ſomething now. 
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Prithee, my Dear, take ſpecial Care. 
How you ſtep down from Stair to Stair, 


Leſt you ſhould tread your Foot awry ; 


And get a Fall or Wrench thereby. 
Hand nothing to or from the Shelf, 


For fear you ſhould o'er.reach your ſelf, 


And get a Miſchief, that may ſpoil 
The Child, and all our Hopes beguile. 


Wife. 
111 be as cautious as I can, 
Yet all one's Care may be in yain ; 
For when moſt ſafe in our own EY 
We often ftumble on Miſchances, 


It is not good to be o'er careful, 


Nor ſhould you be ſo very fearful ; 

For what we dread the moſt, ſome ſay, 
We meet the oft'neſt in our Way, 

And into thoſe Diſaſters run, 
Which we endeavour moſt to ſhun. 

So tim ' rous Folks are apt to die 

Of thole Diſeaſes that they fly ; 

And many live in Fear and Pain 

Of Accidents that prove their Bane. 


Huſband. 

But pray conſider, you've miſcarry'd 
Already twice or thrice, fince marry'd. 
One Cauſe, as you your ſelf declare, 
Was lifting up an Elbow-Chair ; 
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Another Time you long'd to taſte 

A Paſty carry'ng to a Feaſt, 

And fell extreamly ill apon ir, 

Becauſe ſo fooliſh not to own it 

A third time frighted by a Rat ; 

You ſqueak'd, and took your Bed at that. 
Therefore, as you have brought your Life 
So oft in Danger, ſince a Wife, 

And are again with Child, I vow, 

You ſhould be yery careful now, 
Always remember, I deſire, 

That the burat Infant dreads the Fire, 
And let's not loſe a nuptial Heir, 

For want of either Coſt or Care. 


_ Wife, 

We breeding Wives, I muſt confeſs, 
Are oft too careleſs and remiſs ; 
Forgetful of our ſelves, to fave 
The Charge of what we ought to have, 
Becauſe our Spouſes ſhould not think 
Too much of what we eat or drink; 
Tho' ſhe that is in my Condition, 
Should never feed on coarſe Proviſion, 
But ſhould have Pheaſant, Teal, and Chicken, 
| And ſuch like dainty Bits to pick on; x 
Drink in the Morning, and at Dinner, 

Rich Wine, to cheriſh what's within her; 
And have at all times in her Cloſer, 
Ingredients for a good Sack. Poſſet. 
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But I am no ſuch coftly Woman, 

Tho' tis with other Wives too common + 
When not with Child, and when I am, 

I cat and drink the very ſame ; 
Hate you ſhould think me nice or craving 
Of Dainties, when I may be ſaving ; 
Tho' I can ſee in other Houſes, 

How breeding Women uſe their Spouſes. 


Husband, 
Thou know'ſt, my Dear, I've more good Nature; 
And think'R, I hope, I love thee bettes, 
Than to be angry or uneaſy 
At any Coſt, that may but pleaſe thee, 
I never yet was ſo nnkind to 
Deny thee what thou hadſt a Mind to; 


But always very freely granted 


Whatever you'd but ſay you wanted, 
Could'ſt thou eat Gold, to do thee Good, 
I'd feaſt thee with the wealthy Food. 
What Husband, bleft with ſuch a Wife, 
The Joy and Comfort of his Life, 

Could, in thy Circumſtance, deny her 
The coftly*ſ thing ſhe could defire ? 


Not I ; but prithee drink and eat 


The fineſt Wines, and beſt of Meat, 

That the young Embrion may become 

A little Sampſon in thy Womb; 

And when from thence he's midwiv'd, prove 
The Wonder of our nuptial Love. 
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Wife. 

Your Kindneſs needs no farther Proof; 
I know, my Dear, you're fond enough. 
But after all, I dread this Night ; 
Don't I look pale? I am not right. 
I'm full of grinding Pains, I vow, 
And feel my ſelf I know not how. 
Lord bleſs me, how I ſtretch and yawn! 
I ſhall be worſe, I fear, anon. | 
O dear, what ails my Back, I wonder! 
Jt achs as if *rwould rend aſunder. 
I muſt be forc'd, at laſt, I doubt, 
To ſend for Mother Bawdicut. 
In my Condition I may grow 
Worſe, of a ſudden, f'or ought I know. 


Husband. 

Be not ſo fanciful, my Dear; 
I hope there's no ſuch Danger near, 
As to require a Midwife's Aid, 
Therefore chear up, be not diſmaid ; 
For ſtrong Conceit may, by the Force 
Of Faucy, make your Illneſs worſe, 
You've done your ſelf ſome Harm, I fear, 
By lifting up a Stool or Chair ; 
Or had a longing Mind, I doubt, 
For ſomething you have gone without, 
Prichee, my Jewel, tell me truly 
How *tis; to hide it, would be Folly ; 
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Don't be ſo baſhful, but confeſs 
The Cauſe of your Uneaſineſs. 


Wife. 

I vow, my Dear, I would impart 
What you require, with all my Heart, 
But cannot gueſs, upon my Word, | 
The Reaſon I am ſo untow'rd, 

Except one thing ſhould be the Cauſe ; 
But that's not it, I do ſuppoſe. 

So infignificant a Matter, 

Coald never thus diſorder Nature. 
But, bleſs me! what a Fool am 1? 
Why ſhould a Wife ſo far comply, 
As to perplex her Spouſe, and teaſe 
His Breaſt with her Infirmities ? 
Conſider, Love, our Sex are weak, 
And in ſome Caſes cannot ſpeak ; 
My Modeſty will not allow 

My Tongue to tell my Folly now; 
Or elſe, my Dear, I would, I vow. 


Husband. 
But in a dangerous Caſe, like this, 
You ſhould not be ſo yery nice, 
Where it concerns their Health and Eaſe, 
All Wives ſhould have their Liberties, 
And not, to their own Hurt, conceal 
The Cauſes that have made em ill. 
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WithGut ſuch Freedom, no Phyſician 
Can rightly judge of your Condition. 
So that if Woman may declare 

Her Mind to thoſe who Doctors are, 
No Doubt but it becomes each Dame | 
T' acquaint her Husband with the ſame ; \ 
Therefore deny me not, but prithee 
Let me know truly how *tis with thee, 


Wife. 

I'm ſure, you'll think me very filly; 
Or elſe, my Dear, I'd tell you freely: 
But when you know the light Occaſion 
Of this my ſtrange Indiſpoſition, 

You'll biame me for my Indiſeretion. 


| Husband. 
You know I ne'er reflect or teaſe ye, 


But always ſtrive to make you caſy, 
Therefore I beg you to be free, 

And lay aſide your Medeſty 

For once, and tell me what's the Matter ; 
I ſwear I'll never blame you a'ter. 


Wife. | 
I vow, my Dear, I can't forbear 
To bluſh ; but if I muſt declare 
My female Weakneſs, and my Folly, 
111 own my Error full and wholly, 
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Yeſterday Morn I chanc'd to meet 

A Lady's Foot-man in. the Street, 

Carry*ng a little Basket by 

Of Peas ſo charming to the Eye, 

So large, ſo lovely, and ſo green, 

That finer ſure were never ſeen. 

Juſt as he met me, as I'm living, 

I ſmelt an Odour fo reviving, 

That I'd have giv'n him, as he paſt, 

The World, if mine, to've had a Taſte, 

I turn'd and look'd, and wiſhing ſtood, 

Till a ſtrange Ague chill'd my Blood; 

Nay, ſuch a Miſt flid o'er my Eyes, 

And ſudden Faintneſs did ſurprize 

My Heart, that I was almoſt ready 

To fall, for want of walking ſteady ; 

That for a Time I ſcarce could find 

My Way, I was ſo weak and blind. 

At length got Home, with much ado, 

But ſtill conceal'd my Ail from you, 

in Hopes I ſhould have overcome 

My fooliſh Fancy, when at Home ; 

But really find, what-c'er's the Matter, 

I grow much worſe, inſtead of better. 


Hutsband. 


Why did'ſt not watch him where he went 3 


And to his Lady I'd have ſent 
Three times the Value of the Peas, 
To've ſet thy longing Mind at Euſe. 
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There can be no ſuch Woman ſure, 

From her that's rich, to her that's poor, 
Who knows what *tis to be a Mother, | 
But would haye fo far ſery'd another. 
However, will no Peasſulkice 

But thaſe that ſo bewitch'd your Eyes ? 
| care not if they coſt a Guinea 
Would they . the Child within ye. 


Wife. | re? 
Alas ! my Dear, it's now too late, 
find my Pains grow very great. 
[ wiſh it does not prove my End, 
For God's ſake for the Midwife ſend. 
heſe Grindings quicker come, and ſtronger, 
cannot thus hold 'out much longer, 


| Husband. | 

Lord bleſs me, Child, you make me ſtart? 
'm ſorry for thee at my Heart, 

ll ſtep my ſelf, for thy dear Sake, 
\nd then there can be no Miſtake, 
Kun, Beſs, I charge you, for your Life, 
\nd call my Neighbour Dunch's Wife; 
und I my ſelf will fetch old Mother 
Bawdicut hither, or ſome other. 
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Prithee, my Dear 55 t Jet her  tarry, 


I'm almoſt ſure 1 ſhall miſcatry. 


To ber folf. 
If our fond Husbands grieve and fret 


For want of what they cannot get, 


By ſham Pretenees we muſt pleaſe 'em, 


Or elſe do what is worſe, to caſe em. 


Moral REFLex1ONS on "the foregoing 


Dialogue. 


L E that's uneaſy with bis Bride, 
Becauſe be bas no Children by ber, 
Prepares bis Wife to be enjoy'd - 
By him that has a Mind to try ber. 


What greater Error can here be, 


Than for a Husband to be railing 


At what, for ought be knows, may be 


| His own, and not bis Spouſe's Failing ? 


The youthful Wife will not believe 
The Fault to ber alone is owing, 

But fancies ſhe might ftill conceive; 

In Caſe the Soil had better ſowing. 
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St bat, if once ſbe finds ber Spouſe 
Refle&s ber Barrenneſs upon ber, 

Sbe'll think it juſt to horn his Brows, 

In Hopes thereby to ſave ber Honour: 


On oft pretend to be with Child, 
Diſſemble Breeding, "till miſcarry d, 


Becauſe ſbe would not be revil'd Bo, 


As one unworthy to be marry'd. 


Therefore it is the wiſeft Way, 
For thoſe who have no Brat about em; 

To mutually agree and ſay, © e er 
They. think they're highly bleſt without em. 


" Vi © 


”Y : 5 % 1 * 1 8 

4 4 5 : 6 2 * 5 . N 

: {IBS 1 2  ÞY 908 > viy . 9 
— 5 4 : 0 
D | L O 8 U E XXII. ; 
- 
h — 


Familiar Chat between a loving Couple, 
Concerning their own. Happineſ. J. 


1 33 


Haib ande. 

O Let ns bleſs the Day, my Dear; 
That plac'd us in this happy Sphere, 

Wherein we mutually poſſeſs 

Such unmolefted Happineſs, . . 

What Man would chuſe 4 ſingle Life, . 

That knew the Comforts of a Wife ; 

Or could conceive the ſweet Delights, 

That crown our nuptial Days and Nights? 

If Paradiſe long ſince profan'd, 

And loſt by Eve, can be regain'd, 

A marry'd Station ſure muſt be 

That State of true Felicity. 


* 


Wife. 
Since Wedlock is ſo much cry'd down 
By Beaus and Blockheads of the Town, 
And ſo diſcountenanc'd of late, 
As if *twas going out of Date, 
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Now you have try'd, I'm glad to find 
It proyes ſo pleaſing to your Mind, 
And that you're willing to afford 
A marry*d Life ſo gooda! Word. 7 


Lour kind Opinion does redouud 


Much to my Honour, I muſt o 
For he that's wed, and when h'as try'd, 


Approves the State, commends his Bride, 


As he that does eondemn the ſame, 
Reflects ſeverely on bis Da me. 

Therefore, Im proud to hear you ſay, 
You bleſs that kind anſpicious Day, 


That join'd our Hands, and made your Life 


So truly happy in a Wife. 


n 3 
To be ſo highly bleſt, and not 

To own the ſame, muſt be a Fav” K 

The leaſt Returns of Gratitude, 

To a kind Wite ſo chaſte and good, 

Is for a Husband to confeſs | 

Wherein conſiſts his Happineſs, * 

Left ſhe ſhould think her Care to pleafe, | 

Contributes little to her Eaſe, 

And that he had no real Taſte 

O'th' matchleſs Bleſſings he poſſeſt; 

And therefore was, for want of Senſe, 

Unworthy of ſach Excellence. 
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I find then, if I ſtrive, my Dear, 
To make you happy, Fſhall hear 
Of all my Qualities, that prove 
A Bleſſing to your:nuptial Love. 
I therefore hope you'll be as free; 
To tell me of the Faults you ſeey _ 


Thole Slips and Failings that offend: ; 


That Goodneſs Men too oft deſpiſe, 
And take a Pleaſure, and a Pride, 

To own the Merits of your Bride; 

Ic doubly biads me to improve i 
Thoſe Vertues that preſerve your Love, 
And to be careful that I ſteer 

My Actions to oblige my Dear. 

Since Man can, for. its Luſtre, prize: 
The Gem that dazzles human Eyes, 
And, notwithſtanding tis his own, 
Yet: boaſt the Value of the Stone, 
Why ſhould not Husbands be allow'd 


Of thoſe engaging Charms they find 


Huthand: 
A Diamond, tho' it's ne'er ſo bright, 
Gives onl y. Pleaſure to the Sight ; 


T hat I from thence-may learn to m-nd! 


For ſince you have a Senſe to prize 


To praiſe their Wives, and be as proud 


In their kind Carriage, Face, and Mind ?: 


Q 
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But a good Wife that's bleſt with Beauty, 
And ftudies to excel in Duty, 
Not only comforts with her Charms, 1210 
And feaſts her Husband's Eyes, bat Arms; 

Is Heavens Store-houſe, where there lies 

A thouſand unexpected Joys; 5 

A Fountain of Delight and Pleaſure, 
That far exceed all other Treaſure ; 

A Jewel, whoſe intrinfick Worth, 

No Tongue is able to ſet forth; 

In whoſe bright Excellence — Owner | 
May ſee the Goodneſs of the Donor,. 


And ought to prize her, for the ſake _ 
Of him that did the Image make. 


How then can I, that am poſſeſt, 
Of Beauty ſo divinely bleſt, 
Conceal the Happineſs I find 
In her that is ſo fair and kind! 

No, Deareſt, fince my nuptial Bed 

By Heav'n and you's ſo happy made, 
To Heaven firſt my Thanks are due, 
And next my Gratitude to you ; 
Both which T']I carefully repay, 


And ever bleſs my Wedding-Day. 
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Moral ReFLexzONs on che forquing 
e 3-7 


70h Man ood Wiſe 10 notice 3 
Of Failings which they oug be to wary 
And when they talk, take Care to ſpeak | 
With due Reſpett to one another 5 


By Uſe they'd mutually acquire rv et 
Such a kind Habit of indearing, x 
: That long would fan tbe nuptial Fire 
of Love, which cools by frequent jarring. 


A rvertuous ant oblighng Bride 
Deſerves her Husband's Commendation, 
And tender Uſage, on bis Side, 3 
Merits the like Retaliation. 


But where ſuch kind Returns as theſe, 
For want of Prudence are neglected, 
| Neither will take much Care to pleaſe, 


Or either Spouſe be aer e. 


